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LH Wien I confider myſelf the Editor to an Groth 
deceaſed Author, whoſe Memory I have endeavoured 
to do every Juſtice to; yet ſomething is fill wanting 

to protect us both, and give a new Recommendation 
of che Work to the World; and who fo proper a 


vi DEDICATION. 


Patron as the Honourable Avevsrus Hervey! 


| You, Sir, who are bleſt with a Judgment to minutely- 


diſcover the Beauties and Merits of Genius, and Taſte. 
to reliſh the moſt ſublime Language of the Mvuszs. 
How unpardonable would it be in me, to forget that 
Encouragement and Protection which I met with from 
you, when I deſigned publiſhing a Set of Cnaurs 
for the Uſe of the Navy, and Navigation in ge- 
neral; a Work which might have. been of univer- 
al Utility to his Majeſty's Subjects, had it not been 
oppoſed, and. ſuppreſt through the Spirit of Party, in 
ſpite of your generous Intentions of introducing it 
to the World, for a public Good. But how much 
more are you to be applauded, Sir, when you.ſo con- 


ſpicuouſly diſtinguiſhed yourſelf in the BxiT1sn Se- 


NATE, and became at once a charitable Friend to the. 
Diſtreſſes of the Lieutenants of the Nawy, who ſaw. 
themſelves reduced to the humble Pittance of Thirty- 
ſix Pounds a Year, after a moſt glorious and victo- 
rious War; unable, by any Merits or. Intereſts of 
their own, after various Efforts to increaſe that Pay, 
though honoured with the Pity of moſt of the Nobles - of 
the Land. Thus dejected, without. a Hope of Re- 


lief, did you ſtand forth the pleading generous Orator 


of their Sufferings, and obtained that, which their own 


long Services and Deſerts were unable to procure, 


DEDICATION. wk 


and which they, nor their Children's Children, will | 


ever want Gratitude to acknowledge to you, 


theſe, Sir, when we conſider the illuſtrious Race you 
are deſcended from, the Eſteem you are held in by 
your Kine, for your tranſcendant Abilities and gal- 
lant Actions; your : diſtinguiſhed CharaRter as a Sea 
Officer, and your refined Knowledge of the BEILES 
LETTRAES, to whom could a Saitok with ſo much 
Propriety preſent the Compoſitions of a Poet, who 
flouriſned in a Reign of the greateſt Wit; and if 
Mr. Olabam was eſteemed by many amongſt the fore- 
moſt Rank, nevertheleſs your Name will be the greateſt 
E to his Productions, and an endleſs Honour 


ment for a Leiſure Hour in the Peruſal of theſe Poems, 
which will be a ſufficient Recompence'to me, for the 
Labour of reviving the Aſhes of ſuch a Genius, to 


poſitions are happy in having your Protection, nor 
would I ever wiſh myſelf more fortunate, than to have 


no longer, Sir, :than to aſſure you I am highly proud 


of having this Opportunity of declaring the high. 


their Benefactor. But, without the Mention of 


to his Editor. I hope you may find, Sir, Entertain- 


preſent to ſuch an accompliſhed Patron. Theſe Com- 


the accurate, and undiſputed Judgment of an Auouvs- 
Tus Hervey to recommend them. I will detain you 


vii DEDICATION. 
Voeneration I have of your Capacity, and of the 


many valuable Qualities WR adorn your mr. 
1 _ the ous to bes 


eo of Fang SIR, 
| Vit te nge Reſp, 
von moſt obliged, moſt obedient, 


- Moſt devoted humble Servant, 


1 55 e 

' Purdiſbourne, County Down, 
| e e pp 
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-- OBSERVATIONS ON HIS WRITINGS. | 


Our Author was born at $4ipton, near Trdbury, in 


Glouceſterſhire, on the gth of Auguſt, 1653, where 


his Father, John Oldham, was a Nonconformiſt 


Miniſter, and Son of the Reverend Mr. John Ola- 


ham, Rector of Nun-Eaton, in the ſame County — 
His Father educated him in the Rudiments of the 
Latin Tongue, and then e him in the — 
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Mx. Oldham being 12 to ans Hal in 3 | 


ford, was aſſiſted in his Studies by the Reverend 


Mr. Stephens, who ſoon diſcovered in him At great 7 
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| | many valuable Qualities which adorn your CharaQer. 
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LIFE OF MR. JOHN OLDHAM, 
WITH 10 ME 
OBSERVATIONS ON HIS WRITINGS. 


Our Author was born at Shipton, near Tedbury, in 
Glouceſterſhire, on the gth of Auguſt, 1653, where 
his Father, John Oldham, was a Nonconformiſt 
Miniſter, and Son of the Reverend Mr. John Old- 
ham, Rector of Nun-Eaton, in the ſame County — 
His Father educated him in the Rudiments of the 
Latin Tongue, and then placed him in the Uni- 
verſity. LE RS] | | : 


Mjr. Olabam being ſent to Eamund- Hall in Oæ- 
ford, was aſſiſted in his Studies by the Reverend 
Mr. Stephens, who ſoon diſcovered in him a great 

Vor. I. a | 
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Taſte for the Muszs. He was not long a Student 
before he gave great Proofs of his Capacity, and 
Knowledge of the Latin and Greek Tongues. 


| | In May 1674, he took the Degree of Batchelor 3 

20 of Arts; but left the College, at the Requeſt of his 

1 Father, much againſt his Inclination, before ge 
| ; had compleated the Degree by Determination. 3 
I | The following Year, his conſtant Companion 3 
| [| | and Friend, Mr. Charles Morwent, died of the | 
1 Small-Pox, to whoſe Memory he writ a moſt pa- 
\'F thetick Pindarick Ode. The narrow Circle of a home 
| Lifefoon became dull and reſtrained. The Loſs of this 
Friend and his College Aſſociates made him accept 3 


of an Invitation to Croyden in Surry, where he la- 
boured for a ſmall Pittance as Uſher of the Chority- 
School. In this Place he compoſed many of his 
Pieces, which firſt ſtole into the World in Manu- 
ſcript; and coming to the Sight of Lord Rocheſter, 
. raifed that witty Nobleman's Curioſity to fee the 
Author, who, accompanied with the Earl of Der/ez, 
Sir Charles Sedley, and ſome other noble Geniuſes 
of that Reign, paid him a Viſit; entirely on the 
Reputation of his Poetry, This Interview was at- 
tended with ſome Mirth. Lord Roche/er ſending 


MR. JOHN OLDHAM. i 


by his Servant a verbal Compliment to Mr. Ol: 
ham, the Meſſage was received by the HEAD 
| MasTer, who was much ſurprized at the Invita- 


tion, but concluded it a Miſtake, yet took the Ho- 
nour of it to himſelf, not having a Capacity ſuf- 
ficient to know the Abilities of his Uſher. The 


old Gentleman immediately dreſſed himſelf in his. 


Summer Sabbath Apparel, and repaired to the 


Appointment, where all theſe Wits burned with 


Impatience for an Interview with a Man, who they 


had ſome Knowledge of from Deſcription, When 
the tottering Pedagogue made his Entry, they 


were all on the Laugh ; he began with a ſtupid 
dull Preface, of his Senſe of the Honour they had 


done him; betraying, at the ſame Time, his Igno- 


rance of ſuch a Viſit: When Lord Dor/e: obſery- 
ing the Confuſion of the Man, and the laughing 


Gravity of Lord Rochefter, releaſed him with a can- 


did aſſurance their Invitation was to Mr. O/dharr, 
which the old Gentleman readily ſubmitted to ; 
confeſſing he had not Wit or Learning enough for 
ſuch good Company. This Interview was Mr. 


Oldham's firſt Introduction to the ſalacious Wits of 
that wanton Age, and brought him acquainted with 


ſome other Perſons of Diſtinction, who afterwards 
proved his moſt ſteady Friends and Patrons, He 
| | * 
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iv TRR LIFE OF 


did not continue three Vears in the obſcure cha- 
racter of an Uſher, before his Friend Harman At- 
avood, Eſq; Counſellor at Law, (whoſe Memory 
he has perpetuated in an elegant Pindarick Ode,) 
recommended him as Tutor to the Grandſons of 
Sir Edward Thurland, a Judge, near Rygate, in 
the County of Surry, where he continued till the 
Year 1681. After this, we find him Tutor to the 
Son of Sir William Hicks, a Gentleman of diſtin- 
guiſhed Character, who reſided near the City of 
London, and an intimate Acquaintance of .that ex- 
cellent Phyſician, Dr. Richard Lower, by whoſe 
peculiar Friendſhip and Encouragement: Mr. Ola- 
ham was adviſed to ſtudy Phyſic, which he did for 
a Year, and made ſome Progreſs therein ; but his 
natural Turn and Paſſion for the Muszs allured 
him too much to ſhine in any Company but theirs : 


His very Inclinations would not permit him to pro- 


ceed in the technical Path of Phyſic, when he could, 
wander at Eaſe, and cull the faireſt Flowers round- 


the Fountain of HeLicon ; which he acknowledges. 


in a lively eaſy Manner, in a Letter to a Friend ia 
Londen : L 


: While filly I all thriving Arts ny 9s 


And all my Hopes, and all my Vigour loſe 
In Service of that work of llt 97 R Mae 
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For gainful Buſineſs, court ignoble Eaſe, 


And in gay Trifles waſte my ill- ſpent Days. | 


Poets are Cullies, whom rook Fame draws in, 


And wheedles with deluding Hopes to win. 5 


Oft (I remember) did wiſe Friends diſſuade, * 
And bid me quit the trifling barren Trade, I 
Oft have I tried (Heaven knows) to mortify 
This vile and wicked Luſt of Poetry; 

But ſtill unconquer'd, it remains within, 
Fix'd as a Habit, or ſome darling Sin. 

Oft when Ill- humour, Chagrin, Diſcontent, 


Give Leiſure my vile Follies to reſent, 


thus againſt myſelf my Paſhon vent: ; 
Enough, mad rhiming Sot, enough; for ſhame. 
Give o'er, and all thy Quills to . 


« damn: 


And thus reſoly'd againſt the ſcribbling vein, 


I deeply ſwear never to write again. 


Sometimes, after a tedious Day half ſpent, 
When Fancy long has hunted an old Scent, | 
Tir'd in the dull and fruitleſs Chace of Thought, 


Deſpairing, I grow weary, and-give out ; 

As a dry Leacher, pump'd of all my Store, 

I loath the thing, *cauſe I can do't no more: 
4 3 
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i THE LIFE OF 


But, when I once begin to find again 

Recruits of Matter in my pregnant Brain, 

I pleaſe myſelf with the vain falſe Delight, 

And count none happy, but the Fops that write. 


Mr. Olabam had now diſcharged the Truſt of a 
Tutor with Care and Satisfaction to Mr. Hicks, 
who deſign'd his Son to proceed immediately on 


his Travels, and ſolicited earneſtly our Author to 


accompany him to the Claſſick Seat of the Muſes; 
which he politely declined with the moſt lively 
Senſe, and Expreſſions of Gratitude to the worthy 


Father, for the Favours conferred upon him. Mr. 


Olabam's Refuſal of this Offer was rather extraor- 
dinary; eſpecially when he regarded the young 
Gentleman, and ſo greatly eſteemed his Parent. 
Beſides, having it in his Power to viſit at ſo eaſy a 
Rate a Country which had produced a Set of Men 
his daily Study and Admiration. Nothing can be 
ſaid for ſuch a Step, but the ſalt Reliſh which re- 


mained for the Company of his 'zoble Viſitors, who 
had Wit, Wickedneſs, and Money enough to de- 
bauch a Saint; nor had he forgot the Spice of 


Flatrery offered him by thoſe Lords on his poetical 
Abilities; for the leaſt Praiſe will ſeduce a Poet, 
when infected with the Itch of ſcribbling. 
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Thus determined, with a ſmall Sum of Money 
which he had ſaved in his Tutorſhip, he poſted to 

London, and became at once a Votary of Bacchus 
and Venus for the Poets of thoſe Days always 

treated the Nymphs of Parnaſſus with the higheſt 

and moſt coſtly Wines. With or without the Bottle 
be was a moſt agreeable Companion, full of Wit, 
1 Vivacity, and Good- nature, without Vice or Ob- 
1 ſcenity, which Mr. Gould particularly Points in the 
J following exalted Character: 


The Company of Beauty, Wealth, and Wine, 
MVWWere not ſo charming, not ſo ſweet as thine ; 
1 They quickly periſh'd, yours was ſtill the ſame, 
= A lambent, but an everlaſting Flame; 
Which ſomething ſo reſiſtleſs did impart,. 
Ike never paſs'd the Ear, but reach'd the Heart; 
Z Vnlike the Wretch that firives to get Eſteem, 
And thinks it fine and jaunty to blaſpheme, 
Nor can be witty but when God's the Theme. 
Miſtaken Men (but ſuch thou didſt deſpiſe) 
Who muſt be wicked, to be counted wiſe. 
Fhy Converſe from this reigning Vice was free, 
And yet *twas truly all that Wit could be : 
None had it, but e'en with a Tear does own, 
The Soul of dear Society is gone. 
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iii THE LIFE OF 
Notwithſtanding Mr. Olabam rejected Mr. Hicks's 
Offer, it was not with a View to indulge his Paſ- 
ſions, nor did it ariſe from a Wearineſs of a regular 
Life ; but a noble thirſt of Poetic Fame, and a De- 
fire of improving his Fortune ; for he certainly had 
the greateſt Virtues, with the feweſt Vices, and was 
intitled to the Character given by Mr. Gould, and 
ſeven -others of ſuperior Ability, amongſt which 
was Mr. Dryden, who laments his being too little, 


and too lately known to him.” A Man of Mr. 


Oldham's Parts could not be long conceal'd in 
Londen, before Wits would enliſt him, and Block- 
heads ſhun him: Nor was his Appearance a ſmall 
Joy to his Croydon Viſitors, who immediately intro- 
duced him to Mr. Dryden ; but from the Propen- 
ſity of his own Inclinations, he was more attach'd 
and intimate with the Earl of Rocheſter, to whoſe 
Memory he inſcribed his Bion, and of whom he 
has given it as his Opinion in one of his Prefaces, 
That nothing could be ſaid or thought of to the 
„ Memory of that incomparable Perſon ſo choice 
« and curious, which his deſerts did not ſurmount ; 
«© ayd that if it was thought mean to have bor- 
«« rowed the Senſe of another to praiſe him in, it 
argues at the ſame time a Value and Reverence; 
chat I durſt not think any thing of my own good 
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i enough for his Commendation ; conceiving it to 
« be in the Original a Piece of as much Art, 
« Grace, and Tenderneſs, as perhaps was ever 
« offered to the Aſhes of a Poet.“ He likewiſe 
ſeems ſo ſenſible of the Advantages received from 
the Company of Lord Roche/ter, that to that in- 
comparable Perſon he attributed all his Merits : 


If J am reckoned not unbleſt in Song, 

* I is what I owe to thy all-teaching Tongue: 
Some of thy Art, ſome of thy tuneful Breath, 
'Thou didſt, by Will, to worthleſs e bequeath ; 
Others, thy Flocks, thy Lands, thy Riches have, 
To me, thou didſt thy Pipe and Sill vouchſafe. 


Notwithſtanding his great Attachment to the 
Earl of Rochefler and his Party, nevertheleſs he was 
moſt affectionately careſſed by WILLIAM EARL or 
KincsTON, who wanted much to make him his 
domeſtick Chaplain, which he declined, from a 
lively Senſe of unpolite Treatment too often con- 
ferred on the Gown by Noblemen; who keep a 
Chaplain more through Parade, than a due Reſpect 
to Learning and Religion ; and when they ſhould 
be treated as generous Friends, they are too often 
only looked on as upper menial Servants; by which 
the Dignity of the Church is lowered, and Nobi- 
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Little the unexperienc'd Wretch does know, 


| Wears but a gayer Livery at beft ; 


Slaves to an Hour, and Vaſtals to a Bell. 


Strike Countenance to ev'ry great Man's Look: 


„ iin Lorri 0 „ 


lity loſe the Opportunity of improving their Minds 
by the Converſation of the ſenſible Man. Theſe 
Juſt Reflections were the Cauſe of a Satire, ad- 
dreſſed to a Friend about to leave the Univerſity, in 
which is great Truth, Wit, Humour, and Eale. 


Some think themſelves exalted to the Sky, 

If they light in ſome noble Family ; 

Diet, an Horſe, and Thirty Pounds a Year, 
Beſides th* Advantage of his Lordſhip's Ear; 


What Slavery he oft muſt undergo : 
Who, tho? in ſilken Scarf and Caſſock dreſt, 


When Dinner calls, the Implement muſt wait, 
With holy Words to conſecrate the Meat: 

Soon as the Tarts appear, Sir Craze withdraw ! 
Thoſe Dainties are not for a ſpiritual Maw : 

For meer Board-Wages, ſuch their Freedom ſell, 


Let others, who ſuch meaneſſes can brook, 


I rate my Freedom higher, nor will I 

For Food and Rayment truck my Liberty : 
Lord of myfelf, accountable to none, 
But to my conſcience, and my God alone: 


3 a5 
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this inſcription: 
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Pl rather chuſe to ſtarve at large, than be 
The * Vaſſal to * 


However, notwihflabdive his Rejection of the 
Chaplainſhip, Lord Xing. fon took him under his 
Patronage, and with whom he lived in the higheſt 
Eſteem and Friendſhip at Holme-Pierpoint in Not- 
tinghamſbire ; where he died of the Small Pox the gth 
of December, 1683, in the zoth Vear of his Age. 
His Lordſhip paid him the laſt funeral Rites, and 
erected a handſome Monument to his Memory, with 


. 
Joh. Oldhami Poetæ 
Quo nemo ſacro furore plenior, 
Nemo rebus ſublimior, 
Autverbis feliciùs audax ; 
Cujus famam omni zvo 
Propria ſatis conſecrabunt carmina. 
Quem inter primos Honoratiſſimi Gulielmi Comitis 
De King ſton Patroni ſui amplexus, Variolis correptum, 
Hue nimis immatura mors rapuit, 
Et in Cœleſtem tranſtulit chorum. 
Natus apud Shipton in agro Gloceſtirenſi, 
In aula St. Edmund; graduatus. 
Obiit die Decembris nono, 
Anno Dom. 1683. Atatis zo. 


FFF 


We are told the Perſon of Mr. Oldham was tall 
and thin, which was much owing to a conſumptive 
Complaint, but was greatly increaſed by Study : 
His Face was long, his Noſe prominent, his Aſpe& 
unpromiſing, but Satire was in his Eye. Having 
| thus paſſed through the ſhort Life of this moſt 1n- 
„ genious Gentleman, who was ſtiled by his Contem- 
| | i" poraries, © The Darling of the Muſes, I think my- 
1 ſelf obliged to defend him from the unjuſt Aſper- 

' ſions of Mr. Wood, and ſay ſomething on his Ge- 
4 nius and Writings, notwithſtanding the Critical 
ik Review has wittily aſſured the World, the Editor is 
88 equal to the Peet: The Editor, in return, aſſures the 
1 Review Tribe, he would not wiſh to be bleſt with 
\F ill a greater Ability ; however, he has the Conſolation 
1 to know, that both are ſuperior to the Criticks. 


———— 
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I The Editor of the laſt Edition of Mr. Olhan!'s 
Wl Works, publiſhed in 1722, looks upon it as a 
Ut Duty incumbent upon him, to defend him from 
the opprobiaus attacks of Anthony a Wood. At 
1 that Time it might be juſtly neceſſary, when many 
1 were deſirous of ſullying Mr. Olabam's Character 
| if from his late Connections with Men of Party, and 
_ more eſpecially when ſome of his Compoſitions ap- 
mW peared in the World, incorre&, and without his 
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Knowledge, particularly the Satire againſt Virtue, 
which no Man in his right Senſes could ever con- 
ceive to be ſuch. However, our Author had fo 
much Charity for the ignorant Part of Mankind, 
that he afterwards publiſhed a Counter- part, to clear 


up to thoſe who could not find it out, that he did 


not mean to flatter Vice, but to traduce it by at- 
tacking it in Maſquerade. However, I look upon 
it the Thing will clear itſelf ſufficiently with all 
ſenſible People, without making Mr. Wood of any 
Conſequence, by repeating his dull, falſe Cenſures 
vpon it. But notwithſtanding all this, and the 
great Character Mr. Olabam died with, yet many 
will conclude him to be vicious, and corrupted by 
the Company of Lord Rocheſter; who it was thought 
had Wit and Wickedneſs enough to debauch the 
moſt pious Hermit. Nevertheleſs, we find through 
his two Years Reſidence in London, amongſt the 
Wits of that Lord's Party, that Mr. Olabam re- 
tained his moral Character, and if he admired his 
Abilities ever ſo, yet he never ſuffered his atheiſtical 
Doctrines to lay hold of him, _ 925 


« Let ſome admire the Fops whoſe Talents lie 
In venting dull, infipid Blaſphemy; _ ö 
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„I ſwear I cannot with thoſe Terms diſpenſe, 
«© Nor will be damn'd for the Repute of Senſe.” 


, | 


We ſee in his Sunday Thoughts in Sickneſ, great 


Fervency of Prayer, Piety, Contrition, and Re- 
pentance; and I believe few Men have lived better, 
or cel a more "page Chriſtian * Mr. Oldham. 


Mr. Oldham contalady poſſeſſed much Aarne, 
Wit, Genius, and Judgment ; but in his Imita- 
tions of the Claſſicks, and ſome other French Poets, 


be was more ſedulous to retain the Meaning of his 
Author, than nice in his Rhimes or Numbers: 


But where Harmany is wanting, we find ſtrong 
Senſe, Satire, Wit, and Humour; particularly in 
thoſe Imitations of Horace and Bozleau. Theſe 
he was conſcious were wanting in Metre 3 which 
the World called a Fault, though he never allowed 
it to be ſuch ;3 and when cenſured for ſuch careleſſ- 
neſs, he would reply, I confefs I did not ſo much 
mind the Cadence, as the Senſe and Expreſſive- 
<« neſs of my Words, and therefore choſe not thoſe 


„which were beſt diſpoſed to placing themſelves 


in- Rhime, but rather the moſt keen and tuant, 
«© as being the moſt ſuitable to my Argument. 
* Howbeit, to ſhew the Way I took was out of 


MR. JOHN OLDHAM. xv 


18 chaics, not want of Jndament, and that my 
Genius is not wholly incapable of performing 
cc upon more gay Subjects.“ Which 1 15 literally ve- 
rified in his two. Gree Paſtorals of Bion and Adonis, 
| Imitations from Ovid, and many other fugitive 
Pieces. But, without waiting the Approbation of 
the Inguiſſtors, I ſhall recommend his Satires on the 
Tefuits,- and call them ſuperior to any Compoſition 
His Tranſlation 

of the Cup of ee has har met univerſal 
Applauſe; as well as his Druntard"'s Speech, and 
his Careleſs Fellow. But enumerating the Beauties 
of Oldham, is as endleſs as counting the Abſurdi- 
ties of ſuch Criticks who are humorouſly deſcribed 
in his Character of an ugly old Prieſt. We ſhould 
likewiſe recollect, that in the Time of Mr. Ola 
an's Life, that Harmony of Numbers was not ſo 
much attended to, nor did Engliſh Poetry arrive at 
that Standard of Muſick, till Mr. Pope's correct 
Chaſtity of Rhimes made it unfaſhonable to be 
otherwiſe ; though Mr. Churchill always preferred 
the nervous Majeſty of Dryden (whom he ſtiles the 
great High: Prieſt of all the Nine) to the meaſured 
Regularity of Mr. Pope : And.fince I have intro- 
| duced the Name of Mr. Churchill here, I ſhall 
Take notice of ſome Similitude between him and 


wi PH E LIE OF” 


Mr. Oldham, to give freſh Vigour to the Flail öf 
the Criticks: I do not mean Similitude in regard 


to the Excellence of Compoſition, for then the 
Laurel is due to Mr. Churchill. | 


f 


85 We find Mr. Olabam intirely unknown to the 
World till Lord Nocheſter's Viſit to him at Croydon, 
in the twenty-ſeventh Year of his Age: — when, 


like a ſhort-lived Meteor, he made a great Blaze, 
and withdrew. Till the ſame Years did Mr, 
Churchill continue in a ſmall obſcure Curacy, which 


he quitted upon his Father's Invitation to St. John's 
Church in Weſtminſter, where he was choſen Tutor 
to ſome young Gentlemen; and in that Capacity 


acquitted himſelf to their Advantage, and the great 
Satisfaction of their Friends, With the Aſſiſtance 
'of this, and the Emoluments of the Church, Mr. 


Churchill enjoyed a genteel Livelihood, until "SY 


imprudent Branch of his Family involved him in 


new Misfortunes. But as I do not mean to give 
the Life of that celebrated Genius, I ſhall proceed 


to obſerve, he often told me, in private Converſa- 
tion, that he had compoſed, from his fifteenth 
Year, a Number of poetical Pieces, all which were 
ſent to Magazines, and other periodical Compoſi- 
tions; but none of them were taken any notice of 
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till his Publication of the Reſciad, —which, like 
the Satires on the Jeſuits, made a great Fclat, Theſe 
Gentlemen's Thoughts on Iadependency were equally 
noble and ſublime, though the Harmony of their 
Numbers are not to be ſet in a Competition with 
each other. 


66 


«c 


aA 
* 


a 
* 


Let the weak Bard, with proſtituted Strain, 


Praiſe that proud Scot, whom all good men 
«© diſdain; | 


What's his Reward ? Why,his own reis e 
He may obtain a Patent for the Run 


Of his Lord's Kitchen, and have ample Time, 


With Offal fed, to court the Cook in Rhime; 
Or (if he ſtrives true Patriots to diſgrace) 
May at the ſecond Table get a Place, 


With ſomewhat greater Slaves allow'd to dine, 


And play at Crambo o' er his Gill of Wine.“ 
Cnuxchirr's Independence. 


Little the unexperienc'd Wretch does know, 


What Slavery he oft muſt undergo: 


When Dinner calls, the Implement muſt wait, 


With holy Words, to conſecrate the Meat; 
But hold it for a Favour ſęeldom known, 
If he be deign'd the Honour to fit down. 


xvii THE LIFE OF 


« The menial Thing, perhaps, for a Reward, 
« Is to ſome ſlender Benefice preferr'd, 
With this Proviſo bound, that he muſt wed 
My Lady's antiquated Chamber-maid, 
In drefling only ſkill'd, and Marmelade, 
« rate my Freedom higher, nor will J, 
For Food or Rayment, truck my Liberty.” 
_ Orvpnan to his Friend. 


* 


If he, of all the Heroes of his Line, 
« Which in the Regiſter of Story ſnine, 
«© Can offer nothing to the World's Regard 
But mouldy Parchments, which the Worms have 
« ſpar'd; | 
06 Who, beſides empty Titles of high Birth, 
« Has no Pretence to any thing of worth, 


66 Shou'd proudly wear the F ame, which others 


“ ſought, 
&« And boaſt of Honour, which himſelf ne'er got. 
« Virtue's the certain Mark, by Heav'n deſign'd, 
„That's always ſtampt upon a noble Mind: 
If you from ſuch illuſtrious Worthies came, 
« By copying them, your high Extract proclaim. 
© Tn the bleſs'd ſtate of infant Time unknown, 


When Glory ſprung from Innocence alone, 


64 


Cc 


* . 


66 
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Each from his Merits only, Title drew, 

« And that alone made Kings and Nobles too. 
Then ſcorning borrow'd Helps to prop his Name, 
The Hero from himſelf deriv'd his Fame. 


Tis now thought mean, and much beneath 2 
« Lord 


* 


«cc 


* 


> 


% To be an honeſt Man, and 1 his Word; 


« But he that's rich, is prais'd at his full Rate, 

And tho? he once cry'd Small-Coal in the Street. 

Guthrie, by Help of Chronicle, ſhall trace 

An hundred Barons of his ancient Race.” 
OLpaam's Satire on Nobility, 


* 


& 


- 


* 


« But let not Pride and Prejudice miſdeem, 


And think that empty Titles are my Theme; 
Titles, with me, are vain, and nothing worth, 
I rey'rence Virtue, but I laugh at Birth. 

Tis not the Title, whether handed down 

From Age to Age, or flowing from the Crown 
In copious Streams on recent Men, who came 
«© From Stems unknown, andSires without a Name; 
«« *Tis not the Star which our great Epward gave, 


* 


* 


* 


oo 


3 


66 


To mark the Virtuous, and reward the Brave, 


„Blazing without, whilſt a baſe Heart within 
*« Is rotten to the Core with Filth and Sin. 
| CHURCHILL's Independence. 


b 2 


„ x: » LIFE OF 


It cannot be—whether I will, or no, y 7 
Such as they are, my Thoughts in Meaſure low. | 
«- Convinc'd, determin'd, I in Proſe begin, 4 
But &er I write one Sentence, Verſe creeps in, 
1 And taints me thro” and thro? ; by this good Light, ; 
In Verſe II talk by Day, and dream by Night; 
« If now and then I curſe, my Curſes chime, 
Nor can I pray, unleſs I pray in Rhime, 
„ E'en now I err, in ſpite of common Senſe, 
« And my Confeſſion doubles my Offence. 
Verſe I abjure, nor will forgive that Friend, 
60 Whoi in my Hearing ſhall a Rhime commend.” 
CnvacuiL” 8 Fer. 


Li 
N 


« Oft have I try'd (Heav'n ai mortify 

«© This vile and wicked Luſt of Poetry: 

But ſtill unconquer'd, it remains within, =; 
« Fix'd as a Habit, or ſome darling Sin. 
&« Nay (God forgive me) when I ſay my Pray'rs, 
] ſcarce can help polluting them with Verſe. 
„Little I thought, my deareſt Friend, that you 
40 Would thus contribute to my Ruin too.“ 

OrpaAu's Letter to a Friend. 


[2 


I ſhall not detain the Reader any longer with 
'Comments upon theſe Poets Works, but leave a 
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ſtricter Examination to ſome more curious; — but 
if their Compoſitions are found to have no Simili- 
tude, their Lives and Deaths were much alike; each 
burſting into Life nearly of an Age, ſhining for 
the ſame Period of Time, and ſinking with univer- 


ſal Eſteem. I cannot offer any Encomiums to the 


Memory of Mr. Oldham equal to thoſe which fol- 


low from many celebrated Hands; Alt is ſufficient 


for me to ſay, his Works are a Monument, above- 


that which the Earl of iat erected to his 
Fame and Worch. 


WAaLLER to the Memory of OrDHAu, written at 
Wilton, in the Year 1684. 


Hail, gen'rous Poet, whom great WIL mor lov'd, 


Whoſe ſteady t1iendſhip gentle DoRsET prov'd; 
Whom SEDLEy courted, DRV DEN deign'd to praiſe, 
Whom Burner call'd the Luſtre of his Days; 
Whom KINGSTON honour'd, and his Mind preferr* d, 
And with the Worthies of his Race interr'd. 


Thou who gave one green Sprig to matchleſs BEN, 
And Homer made indebted to thy Pen! 

Shew'd Hor ACE with that Judgment which he ſung, 
And Ovid's Love floy'd mended from thy Tongue: 


v3 


1 abi 
— „ . 


Oh! hadſt thou liv'd the ſteep of life to climb, 


xxii THE LIFE OF 


So ſoft you tun'd the rural Mao's Lays, 
That AMa&YLL1s muſt have deign'd to praiſe: 
'Thou didft not catch alone the Fire and Rage 
Of JuvenaL, to grace thy nervous Page, 

But turn'd it looſe to ſcourge a frantic Age. 
And yet in all ſuch gentle manners ſhone, 
That modeſt Virtue claim'd thee for her own, 
How old in Virtue, yet how young in Time, 


Fame had exalted thy immortal Verſe, 

For Worlds to honour, and thy Praiſe rehearſe ! 
Free in Expreſſion, and in Knowledge deep: 

No lazy Smoothneſs lull'd thy Thoughts to Sleep! 
No leaden Numbers floated down thy Stream 

Of Hericon, but with a furious Theme, 

And rapid verſe, bore flimſy Rhime before, 

And drove corrected Dulneſs from the Shore; 

So keen in Satire, and ſo clear in wit, 

Kixos ſhall be proud to own what OI DHAM writ. - 


FFC 


A juſt Critick ſhould be as impartial and upright 
as a ſound Judge. A Judge of unſhaken Honour 


and Integrity, ſhould not be biaſſed by any partial 


Feelings; his Decree upon all Cauſes ſhould flow 
immediately from the Heart; unſullied by Prejudice, 
and not mudded by the Humour and Colour of the 


Times. In like Manner a Critick in his Garret, 


{urrounded with Cobwebs, as fine and laſting as 
Penelope's web, ſhould act on his three-legged ſtool, 
and the Bellows his Deſk, with the ſame Candour, 
Truth, Honour, and Impartiality, as the Judge in 
his Elbow Chair, robed in the Ermine Pride of his 
Office and Appointment. The Judgment of the 
Judge condemns, or releaſes the Priſoner ; the De- 
cree of the Critick condemns, or recommends the 
Author. But let the Caſe be ever ſo criminal, 
would not that Judge be culpable, who ſhould con- 
demn an accuſed and ſuſpe&ed Perſon before he ſaw 
him, and queſtioned him on the Crime for which 
he was committed. In like Manner that Critick 
muſt be cenſured, who can wantonly condemn an 
2 * 
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Author and his Work, before they appear in the 


World; unleſs the Infamy of their Function en- 


titles them in a free State, to the infamous Autho- 
rity and Appellation of Inquiſitors General. My 
Intentions of republiſhing the Works of Mr. Old- 
ham, can never appear out of a lucrative or hono- 
rary View: but through a generous Intention of 


ſnatching from the Ruins of Time an Author of 


Wit, Learning, Judgment, and Genius : Not that 


I mean by any prefatory Praiſe to heighten the Poet 


in the Opinion of the World ; enough has been al- 
ready ſaid by his Contemporaries; therefore my 


Encomiums on his Life and Works would be as tri- 


vial, as the Cenſures of the Critical Rewieawers. 
When J ſent the Sailor's Letters abroad into the 
World, they immediately became like their Maſter, 


the Sport of every wanton Blaſt, —and amongſt. 


the repeated Storms which aſſailed them, they could 
never think of eſcaping a periodical Hurricane 
from the Critical Quarter; but how far they had 


a Right to condemn Mr. Olabam's Works, or the 


Editor, before they were ſubmitted to the View of 


the World, I leave to the Deciſion of the Juſt and 
Generous. By republiſhing Mr. Olabam's Remains, 


with no other Addition than ſome hiſtorical Notes, 


cannot appear to be thought a View of Fame; and 
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from the ſmall Knowledge the World entertains of 
the Author, a Sale could never be extenſive enough 
to gain any great Emolument; therefore I meant a 
Tribute to his Memory, for I admire the Writings 
and the Character of the Man; and if any other 
Gentlemen will do him more Juſtice and Honour, I 
will return him my moſt ſincere thanks, It is hard 
to define from what Cauſe we became ſuch inve- 
terate Enemies, but we are certainly parallel Lines, 
oppoſite, and determined to oppoſe, upon all Oc- 


caſions: For my own Part, I declare a perpetual 


War againſt the two Reviews; a Set of Men, who 
can trample on the Laws of Wit, Genius, Honour, 
and Truth, with the ſame Eaſe as they can ſcribble. 
Although theſe very Inquiſitors, on ſome of my 


anonymous Compoſitions, have beſtowed the moſt ela- 


borate Praiſe, declaring my Poetry and Similies 
not only „ine, but even elegant and beautiful. If 


the Reader is not Curious enough to attend to theſe 


Invectives, let him proceed to much better Matter, 


in the Compoſitions of Mr. Olabam. 


Xxvi r N K F A O R 


Tas DECLARATION OF WaAR AGAINST THE 
26 Two REviews. 

Epwarp, by the Gracc of Proteus, Prince of 
Pindus, Helicon, and Parnaſſus, Bard, Defender 
of the W of Poets, &c. &c. 


Be it for evermore known unto you, ye hirelings 
of Ink, Scriblers to the two Rewiewws, that we in 


our Hearts and Minds declare ye Enemies to the 


Sons of Apollo, and as ſuch wage an eternal War 


with ye and Dullneſs; declaring before the 


Threſhold of Fowe's Court, in the Preſence of 
 Phebus and the whole Pantheon, that we will never 
let our Pens dry, nor ſheath the literary Inſtru- 
ments of War, until like the Jeſuits, we have ex- 
tirpated your whole Gang, confiſcated your Preſſes, 


and drove you and your Devils to the Shades of 


endleſs Darkneſs, beyond the 1 Pool of Ob- 
livion. 


Given under our Hands, this 12th day of 


June, 1769, at our Court of Caſtaly. 


EDWARD. 
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PREFACE ti 


No Perſon can have reaſons to doubt (unleſs a 
Reviewer) the private or moral Character of Mr. 
John Oldham, when we find him in the early Part 
of a College Life eſteemed for his Goodneſs, So- 
briety, and Virtue ; nor can even a Reviewer diſ- 
pute the Integrity of his Manners, when he was 
three Years Uſher to a publick School, and ſuc- 
ceſſively Tutor to the Youth of three diſtinguiſhed 
Families; nor dare they have the brazen Impu- 
dence to carp at his Abilities, when he was pri- 


vately viſited in an obſcure Retreat by thoſe Men 


of profound Wit, Genius, and Learning, Dor/er, 
Rocheſter, Sedley, Denham, &c, eſteemed till the 
Day of his Death by them and many more. How- 
ever, of later Days, few Men, with even Talents 
ſuperior to Mr. Olabam, have left their Characters 


ſo highly applauded and recorded. Mr. Dryden 


honoured his Genius and his Friendſhip ; and the 
following Lines add more to his Honour, than Vo- 


lumes of Fallacies written by ſuch Pedlars of 


Criticiſm. 


Farewel too little, and too lately known, 
Whom I began to think and call my own ; 


For ſure our Souls were near ally'd ; and thine 
_ Caſt in the ſame poetick Mould with mine. 
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R E F A C E. 

O early ripe! to thy abundant Store, 
What could advancing Age have added more. 
It might (what Nature never gives the Voung) 
Have taught the Smoothneſs of thy native Tongue. 
Aut Satire needs not thoſe, and Wit will ſhine 
Through the harſh Cadence of a rugged Line. 
Once more, hail and farewel ; farewel, thou young, 
But ah too ſhort, Marcellus of our Tongue; 

Thy Brows with Ivy, and with Laurel bound; 

But Fate and gloomy Night encompaſs thee around. 

IJ. Darbo. 


Was there ever a Head of your Aſſes Herd de- 
ſerved one Word of ſuch Praiſe; or have your Souls 1 
a Ray of Friendſhip to entitle you: to the ſubſequent Z 
Characters. E 


We wiſh for Life, not thinking of its Cares, 
I mourn his Death, the Loſs of ſuch a Friend ; 
But for himſelf, he died in the beſt Hour, 
And carried with him every Man's Applauſe. 


ANON Y nous. 


| Never did Soul of a ceeleſtial Birth | 
1 Inform a purer Piece of Earth. 


| > Even thou, 
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Of whom ſo loudly Fame has poke 
In the Records of her immortal Book. 
| | FLaTMAN. 


Death is thy Gain, — that Thought affects me moſt 

I care not what th' ill-natur'd World has loſt, 

For Wit with thee expir'd, &c. 
| | | TAT E. 


His Wit in his immortal Verſe appears, 

Many his Virtues were, though few his Vears; 

in thou modeſt Type of perfect hn, &c. 
Dur. 


Vour daily Pleaſure, and your nightly Theme, 
Is now no more; the Youth is dead; 

The mighty Soul of Poetry is fled ; 

In Love how ſoft, in Satire how ſevere ; 

In Paſſion moving, and in Rage auſtere : 


Virgil in Judgment, Ovid in delight, 


An _ T * with a Meonian flight; 
ANDREWS». 


Horace in ſweetneſs, Juvenal in Rage, 
And even 2yllis mult each Heart engage! 
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Juſt in his Praiſes, - and what moſt deſire, 
Would flatter none for Greatneſs, Love, or Hire; 
Humble, tho? courted, and what's rare to ſee, 

Of wond'rous Worth, yet wond'rous Modeſty, 
So far from Oſtentation did he ſeem, 

That he was meaneft in his own Eſteem. 

| AxpREWS. 

Wit was the Theme, which he did well deſcribe, 
With Modeſty unuſual to his Tribe, &c. 

> Fe: 5 Anonymous. 
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Oldham ! the Man that could with Judgment write, 
Our Oxford's Glory, and the World's Delight. 
Oh-noble King on ! had thy lovely Gueſt, 

With a long Stock of Youth and Life been bleſt ; 
But oh the Date is ſhort of mighty Worth, 

And Angels never tarry long on Earth. 


Woop. 


How vain are thoſe who would obſcure thy Fame, 
By giving out thy Verſe was rough and lame ; 

They would have Satire their Compaſſion move, - 
And writ ſo pliant, nicely, ſoft, and ſmooth, 
As if the Muſe were in a Flux of Love. 
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But who, of Beaux, and Knaves, and F ools would 
ſing, | 

Muſt Force, and Fire, and Walen bring; 

For 'tis no Satire, if it has no Sting; | 

In ſhort, who in that Field would famous be, 

Muſt think and write like JuvenAL and THEE. 

ES GovuLD. 


To theſe immortal Teſtimonies of his Ability 


and Character, let us add the private Friendſhip 
and Eſteem ſhewn him by the Earl of King ſton, 
who interred his Body, attended his Funeral as 
chief Mourner, and erected an elegant Monument 
to his Memory, with that Inſcri ption mentioned 
in his Life. 


Tell me, ye Cowards, who ſkulk until the C! oſe 
of Day, and are afraid to confeſs your paltry Oc- 
cupations; like Spaniſh Bravoes, ſtab Genius in 
the Dark, and cenſure Characters for Hire. Is 
there a Man AS ye can produce a Satire like 
Mr. Olabam's? Or have you one Friend to beſtow 
an Elegy, a Coffin, a Monument, or an Inſcrip- 
tion? Can ye boaſt the Acqpaintance of Men of 
Learning, Noblemen, or even Men of Character? 


Can you live like O/dbam, write like him, think 
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Should be thy Safe-guard, and ſecure thee free. 


Like ſentenc'd Felons, to be drag'd about; 


XxX FEREF ACHE 


like him, or die like him? But how ungenerous, 
how beneath the Chracter of a Critic, to attack 
the Characters of the Dead. My Sailors Letters 
were open to your Cenſure, and you poured your 
hotteſt Venom upon them, which greatly raiſed 
their Fame, helped them through two Editions, 
and for which the Publiſher 1s highly obliged to 
you. But Mr. Olabam's Works were only adver- 
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tiſed; now they are publiſhed ; tear them, mangle 


them, exert your utmoſt Gall to deſtroy them in 
the Opinion of the World; rave, rant, and worry; 


be ſcurrilous ; be yourſelves ; be literally Knaves ; 


your Rage and Indignation will be as vain as the 
Waves in a Storm on a rocky Coaſt; you will 
blow your Blaſt ; Olabam will ſtand unſhaken, and 
I, his Editor, when neither a Review or a Reviewer 
are remembered. 


Orphan to a Rewiewer, or Printer of a Review, 


Dull and unthinking, hadf thou none but un 


To plague, and urge to thine own Infamy ! 


Perhaps thou hop'd that thy Obſcurity 


Kr.ow, Wretch, I mean from thence to fetch thee out, 
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PREFACE ai 


Torn, mangled, and expos'd to Scorn and Shame, 
1 mean to . and gibdet * thy Name. 


The Plague of owns. Rags and beben 


Debts, Writs, Arreſts, and Serjeants light on thee ; 
For others bound, mayſt thou to Durance go, 
Condemn'd to Scraps, and begging with a Shoe : 
And mayſt thou never from a Jail get free, 


Till thou ſwear out thyſelf by Perjury : 


Forlorn, abandon'd, pitileſs, and poor 

As a pawn'd Cully, or a mortgag'd Whore, 
Mayſt thou an Halter want for thy Redreſs, 
Forc'd to fteal Hemp to end thy Miſeries, 


And damn thyſelf to baulk the Hangman's Fees. . 


Mr. Oldham moſt certainly forſaw ſome Scribbler 


would attack his Memory, and compoled the above 
Lines for me to preſent them, whenever the Wretch 
durft crawl from his Den; as ſuch, I preſent my 


Compliments to the ſage Critical Reviewer, and beg 
bis Peruſal of the above Card. | 


In the Courſe of my Reſidence in London, I have 
once or twice by the greateſt Chance diſcovered 


ſome Authors of the Reviews, particularly after Mr; 
Churchill had publiſhed his Apology to the Author of 
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the Critical Review, when many, aſhamed of the 
Occupation, crawled out as ſilent as poſſible for 
fear of being gibbeted up to Shame by that in- 
comparable Satinft ; particularly Mr. M—, who 
conſidering the Force he had to oppoſe with his 
imall Army, made a wiſe, ſafe, and prudent Re- 
treat. Mr. R—, a Schoolmaſter at Chijwwick, 
finding the Way grew dirty, reſigned in favour of 
the Reverend Mr. L—, who had then an Oppor- 
tunity of dragging himſelf up the Hill of Fame, 
by cooing Praiſes on his own Eyrevs1ons ; but 
this Gentleman being rather deſervedly and ſe- 
verely handled by Mr. Churchill, e more e mild 
in the decline of his reign. | 


Critics commence, and write in the Reviews, 

Write without tremor, Griffiths cannot read; 

No fool can fail, when Langhorn can ſucceed. 
 CaxurcniLlL's Independence. 


One Morning Mr. L— paid a formal Viſit to 
the Biſhop of Gloucefler, for his Lordſhip's Opinion 
of a Tragedy he had written: his Lordſhip, after 
beſtowing ſome uncommon Encomiums on the 
| Compoſition, aſked Mr. L— how he could de- 
grade himſelf, and proſlitute his Pen by being con- 


FER ES CH ** 


cerned in ſo infamous a work as 1 Roview ? Af- 
ter which Interview, we find Mr. L—, for his 
Theodofius to Conſtantia, and ſome well-timed De- 


Divinity, and made Preacher to Lincoln's-Inn Cha- 
pel. And we conclude from theſe Circumſtances, 
that he re//gned his Poſt of a Reviewer. I ſup- 
poſe Mr. L— took the Advice of his Lordſhip, 
as the Character of a Reviewer was incompatible 
with the office of Divinity, the one being all 
Mildneſs, Meekneſs, Chriſtian Charity, and Good- 
will towards Men; the other ſcurrilous Abuſe, Fa- 
lacies, Detraction, Backbiting, Scandal, and De- 


William Guthry (who now files himſelf E/puire) 
who the Lieutenants of the Navy had jud:cion/y 
choſen to be their Secretary, to draw up their Pe- 
titions and Memorials to the King, the Duke of 
York, Lord Bute, &c. for an Increaſe of Half- pay; 
for which great Service he received fifty Pounds 
At this time Mr. Guthry was in diſgrace for his 
Peerage, which, like the Tale of the Bear and 
Fiddle, began, but broke off in the Middle, to 
the Diſappointment of thoſe Subſcribers who had 
paid their Money: But Mr. Guthry made fo many 
egregious Blunders, by marrying two Men toge- 
C 2 


dications, preſented with the Degree of Dockor of. 


famation. The next Gentleman I met with was Mr, 
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ther, two Women together, making Males preg- 
nant, and Females bring forth after they were 
dead, that Mr. Churchill, for the ſake of the Pub- 
lic, generouſly made Mr. Guthry's quietus T the 
following humorous Lines : 


| Is there not Guthrie, who like him, can call 


All Oppoſites to proof, and conquer all ? 

He calls forth living Waters from the Rock : 

He calls forth Children from a barren Stock ; 

He far beyond the Springs of Nature led, 

Makes Women bring forth after they are dead ; 
He on a curious, new, and happy Plan, 

In Wedlock's ſacred Bands joins Man to Man ; 
And, to complete the whole, moſt ſtrange, yet true, 
By ſome rare Magic, makes them fruitful too; 
Whilſt from their Loins, in the due Courſe of Years, 


Flows the rich Blood of Guthrie's Engliſh Peers. 


The AUTHOR, p. 40. 


Mr. Churchill had not been dead two Years, be- 
fore this Genius wakes from his Trance, and crawls 
along, lean, lank Ghoſt out of his Sepulchre, com- 
mences Reviewer, and iſſues Propoſals for a Hiſtory 
of Scotland in Numbers, and by his own happy Re- 
commendation of it, proves it to be ſuperior to any 
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thing extant. But, in pity to the Public, I ſhall 
make uſe of proper Exorciſms for the laying of this 
Ghoſt, whoſe Works are abſolutely as much a Sha- 
dow as himſelf; and though he takes ſo much Pains 
by dating his Propoſals from London, to convince 
the World of his Exiſtence, yet I aſſure you he is 


as dead as Patridge the Almanack-maker. I there- 


fore ſuppoſe, to carry on the Deception the better, 
he has rejected plain William Guthrie, for William 
Guthrie, Eſq; but be aſſured, good Folks, he is as 


much an e as that WILLIAM who ſtood 


at Margaret: © Feet.” 


So deſpicable is the Character of a Draweanſir 


grown, that to my Knowledge the Proptietors of 
the Review have waited on many Men of Letters, 
to be aſſiſtent in the periodical Work without Snc- 


ceſs: promiſing them much ſolid Pudding, againit. 


empty Praiſe. Upon my Return to London, I ſhall 
make it my Buſineſs to ferret out the reſt of theſe li- 
terary Rats; concluding this Subject with an Anec- 
dote which paſſed in a Book/eller's Shop. One Day, 
mentioning to an exrempore Bookſeller my intentions 


I] ſuppoſe the next Reviexw will aſſert, it was Mar- 
garet ſtood at Milliam $ Feet. 
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of republiſhing Mr. Olabam's Works, a lean, tall, 
yellow, political, periodical Poet, in a low ſepul- 
chred Tone, uttered, or ſeemed to utter, the ſub- 
ſequent execrable Pan; ©* You had better take 
«© away the Ham, Sir, and leave the Old.“ To 
which the Bookſeller replied, ©* You appear to me, 
«« Sir, as if Bread and Ham had been taken from 
«« you theſe ten Years.” And 1T vaniſhed. 


I ſhall now diſcharge this Subject with a Zi/lez- 
doux in Verſe, aſſuring theſe Reviewers, it ſhall be 
the Labour of my Hands and Head to reform, cor- 
rect, and chaſtiſe them upon all Occaſions, and 
wherever I meet them. 


A BiLLET-poux, to the CRITICAL Review. 


Themp/on preſents this gentle Billet-doux, 
To the Compilers of that chaſte Review : 
He is their Foe, ſuch to the World he writ, 
Since they have wag'd eternal War with Wit. 
With them he wages now immortal War, 
Genius commands in a triumphant Car ; 


His Troops bold laſhing Satires, fit to tear 


Down Preſs, and to feed the bawdy Air 
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With blotted diſmal Reams of inky Hue, 
Nor ſpare one paultry Page of one Review ! 
Terms of Capitulation won't be heard, 
Nor will his Heart by Poet's Tears be ſtirr'd; 
Pens, Ink, and Paper, Printers, Devils all, 
Shall, by one general Cruſh, in Ruin fall : 
He'll give no Quarters to the Critick Cry, 
No Veſtige ſhall remain beneath the Sky; 
Poppies ſhall flouriſh where their Preſſes ſtood, 
And ev'ry Dunce be hid in native mud, 
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The Aukhor might here (according to the lau- 
dable Cuſtom of Prefaces) entertain the Reader 
with a Diſcourſe of the Original, Progreſs, and 
Rules of Satire, and let him underſtand, that he 
has lately read Caſaubon, and ſeveral other Cnticks 
upon the Point; but at preſent he is minded to 
wave it, as a Vanity he is in no wiſe fond of. His 
only Intent now is, to give a brief account of what 
he publiſhes, in order to prevent what Cenſures he 
foreſees may colourably be paſt thereupon : And 
that is, as followeth : _ 
What he calls the Prologue, is an Imitation of 
Perfius, who has prefixed ſomewhat by that Name 
before his Book of Satires, and may ſerve for pretty 
good Authority. The firſt Satire he drew by Sy/la's 
Gheft in the great Jonſon *, which may be per- 
_ ceived by ſome Strokes and Touches therein, how- 
ever ſhort they come of the Original. In the ſe- 
cond, he only followed the Swing of his own Ge- 
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* See Cataline, a Tragedy, by Ben Jonſin. 
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nius, the Deſign, and ſome Paſſages of the Fran- 
ciſcan of Buchanan t. Which ingenions Confeſſion 
he thinks fit to make, to ſhew he has more Mo- 
deſty than the common Padders in Wit of theſe 
Times. He doubts there may be ſome few Mil- 
takes in Chronology therein, which for Want of 
Books he could not inform himſelf in. If the ſkil- 
ful Reader meet with any ſuch, he may the more 
eafily pardon them upon that Score. Whence he 
had the Hint of the fourth, is obvious to all, that 
are any thing acquainted with Horace. And with- 
out the Authority of ſo great a Preſident, the 
making of an Image ſpeak, is but an ordinary 
Miracle in Poetry. He expects that ſome will tax 
him of Buffoonery, and turning holy Things into 
Ridicule. But let them read how ſeverely Arno- 
bius, Ladtantius, Minutius Felix, and the gravelt 
Fathers, have rallied the Fopperies and Superſtitions | 
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of the Heathen, and then confider, whether thoſe if 
which he has choſen for his Argument, are not as wor- i g 
thy of Laughter. The only Difference is, that they XN 
did it in Proſe, as he does in Verſe, where perhaps 6 


'tis the more allowable. | 1 
As for the next Poem, (which 1s the moſt liable +3 i ? 
to Cenſure) though the World has given it the 


+ Vid. Buchanani Poemata, Franciſcan & Fratres. 
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| ſome may be to wreſt it. 


xlii ADVERTISEMENT. 


Name of the Satire againſt Virtue, he declares it 
was never deſigned to that Intent, how apt ſoever 
And this appears by what 
is ſaid after it, and is diſcernable enough to all, 
that have the Senſe to underſtand it. It was meant 
to abuſe thoſe, who valued themſelves upon their 
Wit and Parts, in praiſing Vice; and to ſhew that 
others of ſober Principles, if they would take the 
ſame Liberty in Poetry, could ſtrain as high Rants 
in Profaneneſs as they. At firſt he imanded 5 it not 
for the Publick, nor to paſs beyond the Privacy of 
two or three Friends, but ſeeing it had the Fate to 
ſteal abroad in Manuſcript, and afterwards in Print, 
without his Knowledge; he now thinks it a Juſtice 
due to his own Reputation, to have it come forth 
without thoſe Faults, which it has ſuffered from 
Tranſcribers and the Preſs hitherto, and which make 
it a worſe Satire upon himſelf, than upon what it 
was deſigned. 
Something ſhould be ſaid too of the laſt Trifle ®, 

if it were worth it. It was occaſioned upon "= 


ing the late Tranſlations of Owid's Epiſtles, which 


gave him a Mind to try what he could do upon a 
like Subject. Thoſe being already foreſtalled, he 


The Paſſon of Byblis, 
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has thought fit to make Choice of the ſame Poet, 


whereon perhaps he has taken too much Liberty. 


Had he ſeen Mr. Sandy's Tranflation * before he be- 
gan, he never durſt have ventured : Since he has, 
and finds Reaſon enough to deſpair of his Under- 
taking. But now it is done, he is loth to burn it, 
and chuſes rather to give ſomebody elſe the Trouble. 
The Reader may do as he pleaſes ; either like it, 
or put it to the Uſe of Mr. Jordan's Works . It 
is the firſt attempt he ever made in this kind, and 
likely enough to be the laſt, his Vein (if he may be 
thought to have auy) lying another Way. 


* Of Ovid's Metamorphoſis, ＋ A ſcribbling Player 
in the Reign of King Charles I. who wrote four ver 
indifferent Dramatic Pieces; 1. The Walks of Iſlington 
and Hogſdon, with the Humours of Wood-ſtreet Cumpter. 
2. Money's an Aſs. 3. Fancy's Feſtivals. 4. Meſſalina, 
a Tragedy. | | | 
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MEMORY OF MR. OLDHAM. 


; F arewel, too little, and too lately known, 
Whom I began to think and call my own, 
For ſure our Souls were near ally'd ; and thine 
Caſt in the ſame Poetick Mould with mine. 

One common Note on either Lyre did ftrike, 

And Knaves and Fools we both abhorr'd alike : 

To the ſame Goal did both our Studies drive, 

The laſt ſet out, the ſooneſt did arrive. 

Thus N;/as * fell upon the ſlippery Place, 

While his young Friend perform'd and won theRace. 

O early ripe ! to thy abundant Store | 
What could advancing Age have added more? 

It might (what Nature never gives the Young) 

Have taught the Smoothneſs of thy native Tongue. 


* Niſus, famous in Virgil for his Friendſhip with Eu- 
ryalus, with whom he loſt his Life; the moving Account 
of which ſee in Virgil's Ninth Book of his Æncis. 
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But Satire needs not thoſe, and Wit will ſhine 
Through the harſh Cadence of a rugged Line. 

A noble Error, and but ſeldom made, 

When Poets are by too much Force betray'd. 

Thy gen'rous Fruits, tho' gather'd ere their Prime, 
Still ſhew'd a Quickneſs ; and maturing Time, 
But mellows what we write, to the dull Sweets of 

> Ris. :;- Sv 
Once more hail, and farewel ; farewel, thou young, 
But ah too ſhort, Marcellus of our Tongue; 

Thy Brows with Ivy and with Laurels bound ; 

But Fate and gloomy Night encompaſs thee around, 


Joan DRTYDEN. 
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HAH oc, 6 Viator, marmore cenditee 
Chare recumbunt Exuvie brevem 
Vicentis (oh ! ſors dura) vitam, 
Precoce celum animd petentis. 
MM 


Nec prepedita eft Mens celeris diù, 
Quin Puſtularum mille tumoribus 
Efflornit, portiſque mille 
Prepes iter patefecit altum. 


Muſarum Alumnus jam fuit, artibus 
Inſtruttus almis, quas, ſtudio pio, 
Atque aure quam fidd repoſt as, 
Oxonu coluit Parentis. 


Hic quadriennis præmia Filii 
Dignus recepi, Vellera candida, 
Collati Honoris figna, necnon, 
Innocui fmulacra cordis. 


Sed man? montis ſumma cacumina 


Aſcendit ardens, Pierio jugo 


Inſedit, atque ore multo 
Ip/Jum Helicona ſcatere vidit. 


Nunc pura weri Flumina perſpicit, 
Nunc mira Mundi ſemina concipit, 


| Pulchrajque primevi figuras, 
In Speculo Species, creanles 


At Tu, Viator, Numina poſcito, 
Ut diffolutis reliquiis, vaga 


Dum MENS remigret, Aetur m— ah ! fit 


Terra levis, placidu/que ſomnus. 
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ON THE DEATH or 
MR JOHN OLDH AM 
BY SEVERAL HAN. 
A PINDARIC PASTOAL ODPF, 


U ndoubtedly tis thy peculiar Fate, 
Ah, miſerable 4fragon ! 

Thou art condemn'd alone, 
To bear the Burden of a wretched Life; 
Still in this howling Wilderneſs to roam, 
While all thy Boſom Friends unkindly go, 
And leave thee to lament them here below. 

Thy dear Alexis would not ſtay, 

Joy of thy Life, and Pleaſure of thine 1 
Dear Alexis went away, 

With an invincible Surprize; 
Th' angelic Vouth early diſlik'd this State, 
And chearfully ſubmitted to his Fate, 
Never did Soul of a celeſtial Birth 

Inform a purer Piece of Earth. 


DEATH OF MR. OLDHAM. xlix 


O that 'twere not in vain 
To wiſh, what's paſt might be retriev'd again? 
Thuy Dotage, thy Alexis, then 
Had anſwer'd all thy Vows and Pray'rs, 
And crown'd with pregnant Joys thy Silver Hairs, 
Lov'd to this Day among the living Sons of Men. 


And thou, my Friend, haſt left me too, 
Menalcas! poor Menalcas! even thou, 
Of whom ſo loudly Fame has ſpoke 
In the Records of her immortal Book ; 
Whoſe diſregarded Worth Ages to come 
Shall wail with Indignation o'er thy Tomb, 
Worthy wert thou to live, as long as Vice 
Should need a Satire, that the frantic Age 
Might tremble at the Laſh of thy poetic Rage. 
Th'untutor'd World in After-times 
May live uncenſur'd for their Crimes, 
Freed from the Dreads of thy reforming Pen, 
Turn'd to old Chaos once again. 
Of all th' inſtructive Bards, whoſe more than 7 Han 
Lyre, 


Could ſavage Souls, with manly Thoughts inſpire, | 


Menalcas worthy was to live, . 


Say you, his Fellow-Shepherds that ſurvive, 
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Tell me, you mournful Swains, 
Has my ador'd Menalcas left behind, 
In all theſe penſive Plains, 
A gentler Shepherd, with a braver Mind? 
Which of you all did more majeſtic ſhow, 
Or wore the Garland on a ſweeter Brow ? 


But wayward 4fragon reſolves no more 
The Loſs of his Menalcas to deplore : 
He's altogether bleſt ; 
Where no Clouds overwhelm his Breaſt, 
No Midnight-Cares can break his Reſt ; 
For all is everlaſting, chearful Dawn. 
The Poet's Bliſs, there ſhall he long poſſeſs, 
Perfect Eaſe, and ſoft Receſs ; 
The treach'rous World no more ſhall him deceive, 
Of Hope and Fortune he has taken leave: 
And now in mighty triumph does he reign, 
(His head adorn'd with Beams of Light) 
O'er the unthinking Rabble's Spite, 
And the dull wealthy Fool's Diſdain. 
Thrice happy he, that dies the Muſe's F riend, 
He needs no Obelist, no Pyramid 
His ſacred Duſt to hide, 
He needs not for his Mem'ry to Provide 3 ; 
For he might well foreſee his Praiſe can never end. 
Thomas FLATMAN: 
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I N 
MEMORY OF THE AUTHOR. 


'T ake this ſhort-ſummon'd, looſe, unfiniſh'd Verſe, 
Cold as thy Tomb, and ſudden as thy Herſe, 
From my ſick Thoughts thou canſt no better crave, 
| Who ſcarce drag life, and envy thee thy Grave. 
Me Phebus always faintly did inſpire, 
And gave my narrow Breaſt more ſcanty Fire. 
My Hybla Muſe through humble Meads ſought Spoil, 
Collecting little Sweets with mighty Toll ; 
Vet when ſome Friend's juſt Fame did Theme afford, 
Her Voice amongſt the tow'ring Swans was heard, 
In vain for ſuch Attendants now I call, 
My Ink o'erflows with Spleen, my Blood with Gall; 
Yet, ſweet Alexis, my Eſteem of thee 
Was equal to thy Worth, and Love for me. 
Death is thy Gain, —that Thought affects me moſt, 
I care not what th'ill- natur'd World has loſt ; 
For Wit with thee expir'd : How ſhall I grieve, 
Who grudge th'ungrateful Age what thou didſt 

leave? 
The tribute of their Verſe let others ſend, 
And mourn the Poet gone, I mourn the Friend, 
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Enjoy thy Fate—thy Predeceſſors come, 

Cowley, and Butler, to conduct thee home. 

Who would not (Butler eries) like me engage 
New Worlds of Wit to ſerve a grateful Age! 
For ſuch Rewards, what Taſk will Authors ſhun ? 
I pray, Sir, is my Monument begun? 

Enjoy thy Fate, thy Voice in Anthems raiſe ; 
So well tun'd here on Earth, to our Apollo's Praiſe; 
Let me retire, while ſome ſublimer Pen 
Performs for thee, what thou haſt done for Homer 
| and for Ben. 


N. TaTE. 
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MK DU/R-FEY 
TO HIS FRIEND 


M R. JOHN OLDHAM. 


= 


Obſcure and cloudy did the Day appear, 
As Heav'n deſign'd to blot it from the Year: 
The Elements all ſeem'd to diſagree, 
At leaſt, l'm ſure, they were at ſtrife in me: 
Poſſeſt with Spleen, which Melancholy bred, 
When Rumour told me that my Friend was dead. 
That O/4bam,—honour'd for his early Worth, 
Was cropt, like a ſweet Bloſſom, from the Earth, 
Where late he grew, delighting ev'ry Eye 
In his rare Garden of Philoſophy. 
The fatal Sound new Sorrows did infuſe, 
And all my Griefs were doubled at the New: : 
For we, with mutual Arms of Friendſhip ſtrove, 
Friendſhip, the true and folid Part of Love; 
And he ſo many Graces had in Store, 
That Fame or Beauty could not bind me more. 
His Wit in his immortal Verſe appears, 
= Many his Virtues were, though few his Years, 
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Which were ſo ſpent, as if- by Heav'n contriv'd, 
To laſh the Vices of the longer liv'd. 
None was more ſkilful, none more learn'd than he, 
A Poet in its ſacred Quality. 

Inſpir'd above, and could command each Paſſion, 
Had all the Wit, without the Affectation. 

A Calm of Nature ſtill poſſeſt his Soul, 

No canker'd Envy did his Breaft controul : 
Modeſt as Virgins, that have never known 

The jilting Breeding of the nauſeous Town 

And eaſy as his Numbers, that ſublime 

His lofty Strains, and beautify his Rhime. 

Till ignominious Times inſpir'd his Pen, 

And rouz'd the drowſy Satire from his Den; 

Then flutt'ring Fops were his Averſion ſtill, 

And felt the Pow'r of his fatiric Quill. 

'The Spark, whoſe Noiſe proclaims his empty Pate, 
That ftruts along the Mall with antic Gate; 

And all the Phyllis and the Chloris Fools 

Were damn'd by his invective Muſe in Shoals. 

| Who, on the Age, look'd with impartial Eyes, 
And aim'd not at the Perſon, but the Vice. 

To all true Wit he was a conſtant Friend, 

And, 2s he well could judge, could well commend, 
The mighty Homer, he with Care perus'd, 

And that great Genius to the World infus'd; 
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Immortal Virgil, and Lucretius too, 
And all the Seeds o'th* Soul his Reaſon knew: 
Like Ovid, could the Ladies Hearts aſſail, 
With Horace ſing, and laſh with Juvenal. 
Unſkill'd in nought that did with Learning dwell, 
But proud to know he underſtood it well. 
Adieu, thou modeſt Type of perfect Man; 
Ah, had not thy Perfections that began 
In Life's bright Morning, been eclips'd ſo ſoon, 
We all had baſk'd and wanton'd in thy Noon: 
But Fate grew envious of thy growing Fame, 
And knowing Heav'n, from whence thy Cenius came, 
Aſſign'd thee by immutable Decree 
A glorious Crown of Immortality. 
Snatch'd thee from all thy mourning Friends below, 
Juſt as the Bays were planting on thy Brow. 


Thus worldly Merit has this World's Regard ; 
But Poets, in the next, kave their Reward ; 
And Heav'n, in Olabam's Fortune, ſeem'd to ſhow, 
No Recompence was good enough below: 
So to prevent the World's ungrateful Crimes, 
Enrich'd his Mind, aud bid him die betimes. 


T. Doxrer, 
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M R. 10 OLDHAM 


Hark! is it only my prophetic Fear, 

Or ſome Death's ſad Alarum I do hear ? 

By all my Doubts, 'tis Olabam's fatal Knell ; 

It rings aloud, Eternally farewel : 
Farewel, thou mighty Genius of our Iſle, 

Whoſe forward Parts made all our Nations ſmile, 
In whom both Wit and Knowledge did conſpire, ) 
- And Nature gaz'd as if ſhe did admire 
How ſuch few Years ſuch Learning could acquire, 
Nay, ſeem'd concern'd that we ſhould hardly find 
So ſh:rp a Pen, and ſo ſerene a Mind. 

Oh then lament! let each diſtracted Breaſt 

With univerſal Sorrow be poſleſt. 
Mourn, mourn, ye Muſes, and your Songs give o'er, 
For now your lov'd Adonis is no more. 
He whom ye tutor'd from his infant Vears, 

Cold, pale, and ghaſtly as the Grave appears ; 
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He whom ye bath'd in your lov'd murm'ring Stream, 

Your daily Pleaſure, and your nightly. Theme, 

Is now no more; the Youth, the Youth is dead; 

The mighty Soul of Poetry is fled; 

Fled ere his Worth or Merit was half known ; 

No ſooner ſeen, but in a Moment gone : 

Like to ſome tender Plant, which rear'd with 
Care, | 

At length becomes moſt fragrant, and moſt fair ; 

Long does it thrive, and long its Pride maintain, 

Eſteem'd ſecure from Thunder, Storm, or Rain; 

Then comes a Blaſt, and all the Work 1s vain. 


But Oh! my Friend, muſt we no more rehearſe 
Thy equal Numbers in thy pleaſing Verſe ? 

In Love how ſoft, in Satire how ſevere! 

In Paſſion moving, and in Rage auſtere : 

Virgil in Judgment, Ovid in Delight, 

An eaſy Thought, with a Mæonian Flight; 
Horace in Sweetneſs, Juvenal in Rage, 

And even Byblis muſt each Heart engage! 

Juſt in his Praiſes, and what moſt deſire, 

Would flatter none for Greatneſs, Love, or Hire. 
Humble, tho' courted, and what's rare to ſee, 


Of wond'rous Worth, yet wond'rous Modeſty. 
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So far from Oſtentation did he ſeem, 
That he was meaneſt in his own Eſteem. 


Our Miſery, in lofing thee, is more 
For ſhould a Soul celeſtial Joys poſleſs, 


Oh, where would be its Pleaſure? where its Gain: 


With laſting Praiſes we'll ſupply thy Urn, 


Through the {mooth Paths of Plenty, Peace, and 


Alas! young Man, why wert thou made to be 
At once our Glory, and our Miſery ? 


Than could thy Life our Glory be before: 
And ſtraight be baniſh'd from that Happineſs, 


The Bliſs once taſted, but augments the Pain: 

Thus having once ſo great a Prize in thee, 

How much the heavier muſt our Sorrows be ? 

For if ſuch Flights were in thy younger Days, 

What if thowadfj liv'd, O what had been thy 
Praiſe ? 

Eternal, Wreaths of never-dying Bays : 

But thoſe are dve already to thy Name, 

Which ſtands enroll'd in the Records of Fame: 

And tho? thy great Remains to Aſhes turn, 


Which, like ſepulchral Lamps, £ ſhall ever burn. 


But hold! methinks, great Shade, [ ſee thee rove 


Love; 
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Where Ben ſalutes thee firſt, o'erjoy'd to ſee 
The Youth that ſung his Fame and Memory : 
Great Spenſer next, with all the learned Train, 
Do greet thee in a panegyric Strain : 
Adinis—is the Joy of all the Plain. 
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ON THE 


| UNTIMELY DEATH OF MR. OLDHAM. 


coRI DON. ALEXIS. 


| Beneath a diſmal Yew the Shepherds ſate, 

ii And talk'd of Damon's Muſe, and Damon's Fate. 
Their mutual Lamentations gave them Eaſe, 
For ſometimes Melancholy's ſelf does pleaſe ; 
Like Philomels, abandon'd to Diſtreſs, 
Yet ev'n their Griefs in Muſick they expreſs, 

C. I'll ſing no more, ſince Verſes want a Charm, 
The Muſes could not their own Damon arm: 
At leaſt PlI touch this uſeleſs Pipe no more, 

Unleſs, like Orpheus, I could Shades reſtore. 

A. Rather, like Orpheus, celebrate your Friend, 

And, with your Muſick, Hell itſelf ſuſpend : 


z 2 Tax Proſerpine of Cruelty and Hate, 

And ſing of Damon's Muſe, and Damon's Fate. 
C. When Damon ſung, he ſung with ſuch a Grace, 
$ Lord, how the very London Brutes did gaze! 
Sharp was his Satire, nor allay'd with Gall: 
was Rage, 'twas gen'rous Indignation all. 

; A. Oh! had he liv'd, and to perfection grown, 
Not like Marcellus, only to be ſhown ; 

F He would have charm'd their Senſe a nobler Way, 
E Taught Virgins how to ſigh, and Prieſts to pray. 
Ci. Let Prieſts and Virgins then to him addreſs, 
And, in their Songs, their Gratitude expreſs, 
3 While we, that know the Worth of eaſy Verſe, 

| 7 Secure the Laurel to adorn his Herſe. 

A. Codrus, you know, that ſacred Badge does 
3 Wear, 

3 And *twere injurious not to "TORE" it there; 


hut ſince no Merit can ſtrike Envy dumb, 


| 8 Do you, with Baccar, guard and grace his Tomb. 
C. While you (dear om} with unaffected 
MR Rhime , | 

7 Majeſtic, fad, and ſuited to the Time, 


His Name to future Ages conſecrate, 


1 By praiſiug of his Muſe, and mourning of his 
| Fate, 
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A. Alas! I never muſt pretend to this, 

My Pipe ſcarce knows a Tune but what is his: 

Let future Ages then for Damon's Sake, 

From his own Works a juſt Idea take. 

Yet then, but like Alcides hell be ſnown, 

And from his meaneſt Part his Size be known, 
C. Twill be your Duty then to ſet it down. 
A. Once, and but once, (0 Heav'n and Fate 

ordain) 
I met the gentle Youth upon the Plain, 
Kindly, cries he, if you Alexis be, 


And tho? I know you not, you mult be he: 
Too long already we have Strangers been, 
This Day, at leaſt, our Friendſhip muſt begin. 


Let Bus'neſs, that perverſe Intruder, wait, 

To be above it, is, poetical and great. 

Then with 4/jrian Nard our Heads did ſhine, 

While rich Saban Spice exalts the Wine; 

Which to a juſt Degree our Spirits fir'd ; 

But he was by a greater God inſpir'd : 

Wit was the Theme, which he did well de- 
ſeribe, 


With Modeſty unuſual to his Tribe. 


But as with om'nous Doubts, and aching et, 
When Lovers, after firſt Enjoyment, part, 
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And wond'ring how the Minutes flew fo faſt 
They vow a Friendſhip that ſhall ever laſt, 
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So we; — but Oh how much am I accurs'd! 
To think that this laſt Office is my Firſt, 
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9 OCurs'd be the Day when firſt this goodly Iſle 
= - Vile Books and uſeleſs Thinking did defile. 
| In Greek and Latin Bogs our Time we waſte, 
When all is Pain, and Wearineſs at beſt : 
Mountains of Whims and Doubts we travel o'er, 
While treach'rous Fancy dances on before: 
Pleas'd with our Danger, ſtill we ſtumble on, 
Too late repent, and are too ſoon undone. | 
Let Bedley now in its own Ruins lie, 
By th' common Hangman burnt for Hereſy, 
Avoid the naſty learned Duſt, *twill breed 
More Plagues than ever Jakes or Dunghills did. 
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The Want of Dulneſs will the World undo, 

”Tis Learning makes us mad, and Rebels too. 
Learning's a jilt, which while we do diſplay, 
Slily our Reſt and Quiet ſteals away: 

That greedily the Blood of Youth receives, 

And nought but Blindneſs and a Dotage gives. 
Worſe than the Pox or ſcolding Woman, fly 

The aukward Madneſs of Philoſophy. | 

That Bedlam Beſs, RELIGION never more 
Fantaſtic, pye-balPd, antic Dreffes wore, 
Opinion, Pride, Moroſeneſs gives a Fame 

'Tis Folly chriſten'd, with a modiſh Name. 

Let dull Divinity no more delight; 

It ſpoils the Man, and makes an Hypocrite, 

The chief Profeſſors, to Preferment fly, 

By Cringe and Scrape, the baſeſt Simony. 

The humble Clown will beſt the Goſpel teach; 
And inſpir'd Tgn'rance founder Doctrines preach: 
A Way to Heav'n mere Nature well does ſhow; 
Which Reaſoning and Diſputes can never know. 
Yet ſtill proud Tyrant Sen in Pomp appears, 

And claims a Tribute of full threeſcore Years. 
Sew'd in a Sack with Darkneſs circled round, 
Each Man muſt be with Snakes and Monkiesdrown'd ; 
Laborious Folly, and compendous Art, 

To waſte that Life, whole longelt Date's too ſhort, 
EL e 
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Laborious Folly, to wind up with Pain 

What Death unravels ſoon, and renders vain, 

We blindly hurry on in myſtic Ways, 

Nor wiſely tread the Paths of ſolid Praiſe. 

There's nought deſerves one W Drop of 1 
Sweet, | 

But Poetry, the nobleſt Gift of Fate, 

Which, after Death, does a more laſting Life beget. 

Not that which ſudden, frantic Heats produce, 

Where Wine, and Pride, not Heav'n, ſhall raiſe the 
Muſe. 

Not that ſmall Stock which does Tranſlators FRY 

That Trade poor Bankrupt-Poetaſters take: 

But ſuch, when God his Fiat did expreſs, 

And pow'rful Numbers wrought an Univerſe, 

With ſuch, great Dawid tun'd his charming Lyre, 

That even Saul, and Madre/s could admire. 

With ſuch great Oldham bravely did excel, 

That David's Lamentation ſung ſo well, 

Oldham ! the Man that could with Judgment write, 

Our Oxford's Glory, and the World's Delight. 

Sometimes, in boundleſs keeneſt Satire bold, 

Sometimes, as ſoft as thoſe Love-tales he told. 

That Vice could praiſe, and, Virtue too diſgrace; ; 

The firſt Exce/* of Wit that e'er did pleaſe, 
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Scarce Cowley ſuch Pindaric Soaring knew, 
Yet by his Reader ſtill was kept in view. 

His Fancy, like Joe's Eagle, liv'd above, 

And bearing Thunder, ſtill would upward move. 
Oh noble King fon! had thy lovely Gueſt, 

With a large Stock of Youth, and Life been ble{t; 
Not all thy Greatneſs, or thy Virtues ſtore, | 
Had ſurer Comforts been, or pleas'd thee more. 
But Oh! the Date 1s ſhort, of mighty Worth, 

And Angels never tarry long on Earth. 

His Soul, the bright, the pure Etherial Flame, 

To thoſe lov'd Regions flew, from whence it came. 
And, ſpite of what Mankind have long believ'd, 
My Creed ſays, only Poet's can be ſav'd, 

That God has only for a Number ſtaid, 

To ſtop the Breach, which Rebel Angels made ; 
For none their Abſence can ſo well ſupply : 
They are all o'er Seraphic Harmony, 

H Then, and God not till then, the World ſhall burn, - 
And its baſe Droſs, Mankind, their Fortune mourn, 

Z While all to their old Nothing quick return. 

© The peeviſh Critic then ſhall be aſham'd, 

And, for the Sins of Vanity, be damn'd. 


2 | T. Wood. 
Oxon, May 20, 1684. 
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On the Remains of an old blaſted Oak, 
Unmindful of himſelf, Menalcas lean'd ; 

He ſought not now in Heat the Shades of Trees, 
But ſhun'd the flowing River's pleaſing Bank. 
His Pipe and Hook lay ſcatter'd on the Graſs : 
Nor fed his Sheep together on the Plain, 

Left to themſelves they wander'd out at large. 
In this lamenting State young Corydon, 

(His Friend, and dear Companion of his Hour) 
Finding Menalcas, aſks him thus the Cauſe. 


Cor YDON» | 1 
Thee have I ſought in ev'ry ſhady Grove, 
By purling Streams, and in each private Place, 
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DEATH OF MR. OLDHAM. Ixix 
Where we have us'd to fit, and talk of Love. 

Why do I find thee leaning on an Oak, 

By Lightning blaſted, and by Thunder rent ? 
What curſed Chance has turn'd thy chearful Mind, 
And why wilt thou have Woes unknown to me? 
But I would comfort, and not chide my Friend : 
Tell me thy Grief, and let me bear a Part. 


| MENALCAS. 1 

Young Aftrophel is dead, dear 4frophel, 

He that could tune ſo well his charming Pipe : 

To hear whoſe Lays, Nymphs left their cryſtal 
Spring, | 

The Fans and Dryades forſook the Woods, 

And hearing, all were raviſn'd: Swifteſt Streams 

With-held their Courſe, to hear the heav'nly Sound, 

And murmur'd, when by following Waves pref on, 

The following Waves forcing their Way to hear. 

Oft the fierce Wolf purſuing of the Lamb, 

Hungry and wildly, certain of his Prey, 

Left the Purſuit, rather than loſe the Sound 

Of his alluring Pipe : The harmleſs Lamb 

Forgot his Nature, and forſook his Fear, 

Stood by the Wolf, and liſten'd to the Sound, 


He could command a gen' ral Peace, and Nature 
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In both he did excel.- 
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This Youth, this Youth is dead, the ſame Diſeaſe 
That carry'd ſweet Orinda from the World, 
Seiz'd upon Afrophel ! Oh let theſe Tears 
Le offer'd to the Mem'ry of my Friend, 

And let my Speech give way a while to Sighs. 


Cory pon. 

Weep on, Menalcas, for his Fate requires 
The Tears of all Mankind : General the Loſs, 
And general the Grief, except by Fame 


I knew him not, but ſurely this is he, 
Who ſung learn'd Colin's f or great Ægon's f Praiſe? 


Dead ere he liv'd, yet have new Life from him. 
Did he not mourn lamented Bion's || Death, 


Equal in Verſe to what great Bion wrote? 


MENALCAS. 


Yes, this was he (oh that 1 ſay he was) 
He that could ſing the Shepherd's Deeds ſo well, 


Whether to praiſe the Good he turn'd his Pen, 
Or laſht th'egregious F ony of the Bad, 


His bappy Genius bid him take the Pen, 


* M:s. 1 ine Philips, I Spenſer. 
5 Ben vulgo The Earl of Rochefler, 
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And diQtated more faft than he could write; 
Sometimes becoming Negligence adorn'd | 
His Verſe, and Nature ſhew'd they were her own ; 
Yet Art he us'd, where Art could uſeful be, 

But ſweated not to be correctly dull. 


Cor v Don. 
Had Fate allow'd his Life a longer Thread, 
Adding Experience to that wond'rous Fraught 
Of youthful Vigour, how would he have wrote! 


MENALCAs. 
We wiſh for Life, not thinking of its Cares; 
I mourn his Death, the Loſs of ſuch a Friend; 
But for himſelf, he died in the beſt Hour, 
And carry'd with him ev'ry Man's Applauſe, 
Youth meets not with Detraction's blotting Hand, 
Nor ſuffers aught from Envy's canker'd Mind, 
Had he known Age, he would have ſeen the world 
Put on its uglieſt, but its trueſt Face; 
Malice had watched the droppings of his Pen; 
And ign'rant Youths, who would for Critics paſs, 
Had thrown their ſcornful Jeſts upon his Vein, 
And cenſur'd what they did not underſtand, 
Such was not my dear Aftrophel : He's dead, 
And J ſhall quickly follow him. What's Death, 
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But an eternal Sleep without a Dream; 
Wrapt in a laſting Darkneſs, and exempt 
From Hope and Fear, and every idle Paſſion ? 


| CoRYDON. 
See, thy Complaints have moy'd the pitying Skies, 
They mourn the Death of Aſftrophel in Tears. 
Thy Sheep return'd from ſtraying, round thee gaze, 
And wonder at thy Mourning: Drive them home, 
And tempt thy troubled Mind with eaſing Sleep, 
To-morrow's chearful Light may give thee Comfort. 


ö R ; FFP * N 
R 9 89888 W e 
P i ö „ * * * 9 n a 


wel 


DEATH OF MR. OLDHAM. lait 


MR JOHN OLDHAM. 


— et EOS. op Bea a 0 * TO On OT DOE ö 4 1 0 N 
j)) ü DA RE A 


4 Put that *tis dangerous for Man to be 

Too buſy with immutable Decree, 

3 I could, dear Friend, have blam'd thy cruel Fate, 

bat let ſuch Sweetneſs have ſo ſhort a Date! 

| The Flow'rs with which the Meads are dreſt ſo 

; 8a), | 

And are to fade ſo dies a Day; 

Thou in the Noon of life wert ſnatch'd away 

3 Cropt from the Stalk with all thy Verdure on ! 

3 Yet not before thy Verſe had Wonders ſhown 

And made at once all future Times thy own. 

The Company of Beauty, Wealth, and Wine, 

Were not ſo charming, not ſo ſweet as thine ; 

| They quickly periſh'd ; yours are ſtill the ſame, 

A lambent, but an everlaſting Flame; 

Which ſomething ſo reſiſtleſs did impart, | 

It never paſs*d the Ear, but reach'd the Heart; 
Vor. 1. f 
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il | Unlike the Wretch that ſtrives to get Eſteem, 
9 And thinks it fine, and jaunty, to blaſpheme, 
1 Nor can be witty but when God's the Theme: 

Miſtaken Men, (but ſuch thou didſt deſpiſe) 

| That muſt be wicked to be counted wiſe. 

Thy Converſe from this reigning Vice was free; 
| And yet ' twas truly all that Wit could be: 
None had it, but ev'n with a tear does own 
The Soul of dear Society is gone. 
| But while we thus thy native Sweetneſs ſing, 
0 WWWe ougght not to forget thy native Sting. 

0 5 Thy Satire ſpar'd no Grievances, or Crimes; 

0 Satire! the beſt Reformer of the Times: 

i hi While different Sects eternally conteſt, 

5 And each will have his own Perſuaſion beſt, 

I Ihen conſequentialy damns all the reft, 

ll I beir Love to Gain, not Godlineſs, is ſhown; WF 
| Heav'ns Work is left undone to do their own. 3 

i | How vain are thoſe that would obſcure thy Fan 

| By giving out, thy Verſe was rough and lame? 

They would have Satire their Compaſſion move, 
And wnt ſo pliant, nicely, foft, and fmooth, 

As if the Muſe were in a Flux of Love. 

But who, of Beaus, and Knaves, and Fools would 
| ſing, #* Fs | 

Muſt Force, and Fire, and Indignation bring; 

For 'tis no Satire, if it has no Sting; 
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In ſhort, who in that Field would famous be, 
Muſt think and write like Juvenal and thee, 
Let others boaſt of all the mighty Nine, 
To make their Labours with more Luftce ſhine, 
1 had my Olabam, not a Muſe, but thee; 
Ev'n thou wert all the mighty Nine to me! 
'Twas thy dear Friendſhip did my Breaſt inſpire, 
And warm'd it firſt with a poetic Fire; 
But "tis a Warmth that does with thee expire: 
For when the Sun is ſet, —that guides the Day, 
The Traveller mult ſtop, or loſe his Way. 


RoBtRT GOULD. 
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me in the Year 1769, with a Volume of this inge- 


n nt bn R; 


M.. Wxks, hearing of my Intentions of publiſh- 
ing a new Edition of Mr. Olabum's Works, preſented 


nious Author, which Book was the original Property 
of Mr. PoE, who, upon one of the blank Leaves, 
makes the ſubſequent Obſervations, in his own Hand- 
writing. 


« The moſt remarkable Works in this Author, are as 
te follow here: 

« F eurth Satire on 0 2 

. 66 Satire on Virtue, © 

% The Tranſlation of e 8 Art of Poetry. 

„ The Impertinent, from Horace. 
4 Ty #he Memory of Mr. . Morwent.“ 


rv. 578 
"= 
1 


We are apt to catch at the moſt trivial Obſervations 
of Men of illuſtrious Genius; and though the above 
Remarks are ſmall, yet they prove the good Opinion 
that Mr. Pope entertained of Mr. Olabam, and his 
ingenious Compoſitions. 15 
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FFC 


PROLOGUE. 


Fer who can longer hold? when every Pre/s, 
The Bar and Pulpit too has broke the Peace? 
When every ſcribling Fool at the Alarms 

Has drawn his Pen, and riſes up in Arms? 
And not a dull Pretender of the 'Town, 

But vents his Gall in Pamphlets up and down? vv 
When all with Licence rail, and who will not, Oy 
Muſt be almoſt ſuſpected of the PLoT, 

And bring his Zeal or elſe his Parts in Doubt? 


* Theſe Satires were written in the Year 1679. 
Vor. I. e e 


4 


; PROLOGUE. 


In vain our Preaching Tribe attack the Foes, 

In vain their weak Artillery oppoſe; 

Miſtaken honeſt Men, who gravely blame. 

And hope that gentle Doctrine ſhould reclaim. 

Are Texts, and ſuch exploded Trifles fit - 
T'impoſe, and ſham upon a Feſuit ? 

- Would they the dull old Fiſßermen compare 
With mighty Suarez, and great E/cobar ? 
Such thread-bare Proofs, and ſtale Authorities 

May Us: poor fimple Heretics ſuffice : 

But to a ſear'd Ignatian's Conſcience, 
Harden'd, as his own Face, with Impudence, 
Whoſe Faith in contradiction bore, whom Lies, 
Nor Nonſenſe, nor Impoſlibilities, 
Nor Shame, nor Death, nor Damning can aſſail: 
Not theſe mild fruitleſs Methods will avail, 

*Tis pointed Satire, and the Sharps of Wit 
For ſuch a Pr:ze are th' only weapons fit: 

Nor needs there Art, or Genius here to uſe, 
Where Iudignation can create a Muſe: 

Should Parts, and Nature fail, yet very Spite 
Would make the arrant'ſt J/ild * or Withers write. 

It 1s reſolv'd: Henceforth an endleſs War, 
I and my Muſe with them and theirs declare ; 
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Two poor Poets, but zealous Rhimers againſt the 
Vices of their Times, | 
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PROLOGUE. 
Whom neither open Malice of the Foes, 
Nor private Daggers, nor St. Omer's Doſe ; 


Nor all that Godfrey felt, or Monarchs fear, 


Shall from my vow'd and ſworn revenge deter. 
Sooner ſhall falſe Court-Fawourites prove juſt, 
And faithful to their King's and Country's Truſt : 

Sooner ſhall they detect the Tricks of State, 

And Knav'ry, Suits, and Bribes, and Flattr'y hate: 
Bawds ſhall, turn Nuns, ſalt Ducheſſes grow chaſte, 
And Paint, and Pride, and Leachery deteſt : 
Popes ſhall for Kings Supremacy decide, 

And Cardinals for Huguenots be try'd: 

Sooner (which is the great'ſt impoſſible) 

Shall the vile Brood of Loyola, and Hell 

Give o'er to plot, by Villains, and rebel ; 

Than I with utmoſt Spite, and Vengeance ceaſe 
To proſecute, and plague their curſed Race. 

The Rage of Poets damn'd, of Womens Pride 
Contemn'd, and ſcorn'd, or proffer'd Luft deny d, 
The Malice of religious angry Zeal, 

And all caſpier' d reſenting Stateſmen feel: 


What prompts dire Hags in their own Blood to 


write, 


And ſell their very Souls to Hell for Spite: 5 
All this urge on my rank envenom'd Spleen, 


And with keen Satire edge my ſtabbing Pen: 
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F# PROLOGUE. 
That it's each home-ſet T hruft their Blood may 


draw, 

Each drop of Ink like . gnaw. 

Red hot with Vengeance thus, PH brand Dif 
grace 

80 deep, no time ſhall e'er the Marks deface : 
Till my ſevere and exemplary Doom 

Spread wider than their Guilt, till it become 
More dreaded than the Bar, and frighten worſe 
Than damning Pope's Anathema's and Curſe, 
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GARNET's® Ghoſt addreſſing to the JESVITS» 


met in private Cabal juſt after the Murder of 


GopeFREy +. 


By Hell *twas bravely done! what leſs than this? 7 


What Sacrifice of meaner Worth, and Price 

Could we have offer'd up for our Succeſs ? 

So fare all they, whoe'er provoke our Hate, 

Who by like Ways preſume to tempt their Fate 
* Pare each like this bold medling Fool, and be 
As well ſecur' d, as well diſpateb'd as he: 

Would he were here, yet warm, that we might 

_-? rain; | 

His reeking Gore, and drink up every Vein! 

That were a glorious San#ion, much like thine, 

Great Roman] made upon a like Deſign : 


Henry Garnet, Provincial of the Jeſuits, executed 
for the Gunpowder Plot, May 20, 1606. | 
Sir Edmunbury Godfrey was found murdered in the 


Fields between London and Hampſtead, on the 17th of 
October, 1678. I : 
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Like thine; we ſcorn ſo mean a Sacrament, 
To ſeal and conſecrate our high Intent, 
We ſcorn baſe Blood ſhould our great League 
cement: . | 
Thou didf it with a Slave, but we think good 
To bind our treaſon with a bleeding God. 
Would it were His (why ſhould I fear to name, 
Or you to hear't) at which we nobly aim! 
Lives yet that hated Ea'my of our Cauſe? 
Lives Hz our mighty Projects to oppoſe ? 
Can His weak Innocence, and Heaven's Care, 
Be thought Security from what ave dare ? 
Are you then Jeſuits? are you ſo for nought ; 
In all the Catholick Depths of Treaſon taught 
In orthodox, and ſolid pois'ning read? 
In each profounder Art of killing bred ? 
And can you fail, or bungle in your Trade? 
Shall one poor Life your Cowardice upbraid ? 
Tame daſtard Slaves! Who your Profzfron ſhame, 
And fix Diſgrace on your great Founder's Name. 
Think what late S:#rics (an ignoble Crew, 
Not worthy to be rank'd in Sin with you) 
Inſpir'd with loſty Wickedneſs, durſt do: 
How from. his Throne they hurl'd a Monarch down, 
And doubly eas'd him of both Life and Crown: 


UPON THE JESUITS. » 


They ſcorn'd in Covert their bold Act to hide. 
In open Face of Heav'n the Work they did, 
And brav'd its Vengeance, and its Pow'rs defy'd. 
This is his Son, and mortal too like him, | 
Durſt you uſurp the Glory of the Crime; 
And dare ye not? I know, you ſcorn to be 
By ſuch as hey, out-done in Villainy, „ 
Your proper Province ; true, you urg'd them on, 
Were Engines in the Fact, but they alone 
Shar'd all the open Credit and Renown. 

But hold! I wrong our Church and Cauſe, which 

need 

No foreign Inſtance, nor what others did : 
Think on that matchleſs 4/a/in, whoſe Name 
We with juſt Pride can make our happy Claim: 
He, who at killing of an Emperor, 
To give his Poiſon ſtronger Force and Pow'r 
Mixt a God with't, and made it work more ſure: . 
Bleſt Memory! which ſhall thro' Age to come 
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Stand ſacred in the Liſts of Hell, and Nome. . 
Let our great Clement * and Rawillac's F Name, 1 
Your Spirits to * of Sin inflame; 1 


In 15809, Henry III. of France, was aſſaſſinated by 
James Clement, a Monk. | 
+ In Februar 'y, 1610, Ravillac aſſaſſinated Henry Iv. = 
of France, 1 
B 4 
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Thoſe mighty Souls, who bravely choſe to die 
T' have each a Royal Ghoſt their Company. 
Heroic Act! and worth their Tortures well, 
Well worth the ſuff' ring of a double Hell, 
That, they felt here, and that below, they feel. 
And if theſe cannot move you as they ſhou'd, 
Let me and my Example fire your Blood: 
Think on my vaſt Attempt, a glorious Deed, 
Which durſt the Fates have ſuffer'd to ſucceed, 
Had rivall'd Hell's moſt proud Exploit and Boaſt, 
Ev'n that, which wou'd the King of Fates depos'd. 
Curſt be the Day, and ne'er in time enroll'd, 
And curſt the Star, whoſe ſpiteful Influence rul'd g 
The luckleſs Minute, which my Project ſpoil'd: 
Curſe on that Poxw'r, who of himſelf afraid, 
My Glory with my brave Deſign betray'd: 
Juſily he fear'd, left I, who ſtrook ſo hig 
In Guilt, ſhould next blow up his Realm, and Sky: 
And fo I had; at leaſt I would have durſt, 
And failing, had got off with Fame at worſt. 
Had you but half my Bravery in Sin, 
Vour Work had never thus unfiniſh'd been; 
Had I been Man, and the great Act to do; 
H'ad dy'd by this, and been what I am now, 
Or what His Father is: I would leap Hell 
To reach His Life, though in the midi I fell, 
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And deeper than before, 
Let rabble Souls, of narrow ROY and Reach, 

Stoop their vile Necks, and dull Obedience preach: 
Let them with -ſlaviſh Awe (diſdain'd by me) 


Adore the purple Rag of Majeſty, 
And think't a ſacred Relict of the Sky: 
Well may ſuch fools a baſe Subjection own, 
Vaſſals to every A,, that loads a Throne: 

Unlike the Soul, with which proud I was born, 
Who could that ſneaking thing a Monarch ſcorn, 
Spurn off a Crown, and fet my Foot in Sport 
Upon the Head that wore it trod in Dirt. 

But ſay, what 1s't that binds your Hands? does fear 
From ſuch a glorious Action you deter? 
Or is't Religion? but you ſure diſclaim 
That frivolous pretence, that empty Name: 
Meer bugbear Word, devis'd by us to ſcare 
The ſenſeleſs Rout to ſlaviſhneſs and Fear, 
Ne'er know to awe the brave, and thoſe, that dare. 
Such weak, and feeble things may ſerve for Checks 


| To rein and curb baſe mettled Hereticks, 


Dull Creatures, whoſe nice boggling Conſciences 
Startle, or ſtrain at ſuch ſlight Crimes as theſe; 
Such, whom fond inbred Honeſty befools, 

Or that old muſty Piece the Bible gulls : 
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That hated Book, the bulwark of our Foes, 


Whereby they ſtill uphold their tott'ring Cauſe, 
Let no ſuch Toys miſlead you from the Road 
Of Glory, nor infect your Souls with Good: 
Let never bold incroaching Virtue dare 

With her grim holy Face to enter there, 

No, not in very Dream: Have only Will 


Like Fiends, and Me to covet, and act ill: 


Let true ſubſtantial Wickedneſs take Place, 
Uſurp, and reign; let it the very Trace 
(If any yet be left) of Good deface, 


3 ualms of inward Cowardice 


. Things which ſome dull Sots call nne! 


riſe, 
Let them in Streams of Blood and Slaughter 3 


Or with new Weights of Guilt fill preſs em 


down. 
Shame, Faith, Religion, Honour, Loyalty, 
Nature itſelf, whatever Checks there be 
To looſe, and uncontroul'd Impiety, 
Be all extin& in you; own no Remorſe 


But that you've balk'd a Sin, have been no were, 


Or too much Pity ſhewn, 
Be diligent in Miſchief's Trade, be each. 
Performing as a Dew]; nor ſtick to reach 
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At Crimes moſt dangerous; where bold Deſpair, 
Mad Luft, and heedleſs blind Revenge would ne'r 
Ev'n look, march you without a Bluſh, or Fear, 


| Inflam'd by all the Hazards that oppoſe, 


And firm, as burning Martyrs to your Cau/e. 
Then you're true Jeſuits, then you're fit to be 

Diſciples of great Loyola and Me. 

Worthy to undertake, worthy a Plot, 

Like this, and fit to ſcourge a Huguenot. 

Plagues on that Name! may ſwift Confuſion ſeize, 
And utterly blot out the curſed Race: 
Thrice damn'd be that Apoſtate Monk, from whom 
Sprung firſt theſe Enemies of Us, and Rome: 
Whoſe pois'nousFilth,dropt from engend'ring Brain, 
By monſtrous Birth did the vile Iaſeds ſpawn, 
Which now infeſt each country, and defile 
With their o'erſpreading Swarms this goodly Ie. 
Once it was ours, and ſubject to our Yoke, 


Till a late reigning Witch th' Enchantment broke: 


It ſhall again, Hell and I ſay't: Have ye 
But Courage to make good the Propheſy; 
Not Fate itſelf ſhall hinder. e 
Too ſparing was the Time, too mild the Day, 
When our great Mary“ bore the Engliſh Sway ? 


* Queen Mary, Daughter of Henry VIII. by Ka- 
therine of Spain, a true Deſcription of the Bloodſhed in 
her bigotted Reign, | | | 
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Unqueenlike Pity marr'd her Royal Pow'r, 
Nor was her Purple dy'd enough in Gore. 
Four or five hundred, ſuch like petty Sum, 
Might fall perhaps a facrifice to Rome, 


Or been thought fit have been her Counſellor, 
She ſhould have rais'd it to a noble Score. 


Scarce worth the naming : Had I had the Pow' 1 


Big Benefires ſhould have blaz'd, and ſhone each 


Day, 
To tell our Triumphs, and make aches our Way: 
And when'*twas dark, in every Lane and Street ) 
Thick flaming Hereticks ſhould ferve to light, 
And ſave the needleſs Charge of Links by Night: 
Smithfield ſhould ſtill have kept a conſtant fire, 
Which never ſhould be quench'd, never expire, 
But with the lives of all the mi/creant Rout, 
Till the laſt gaſping Breath had blown it out. 


Taken by all his mighty Succeſſors, 

To tame lite Hereticks of old by force: 

They ſcorn'd dull Reaſon, and pedantick Rules 
To conquer, and reduce the harden*d Fools - 

_ Racks, Gibbets, Halters, were their Arguments, 
Which did moſt undeniably convince : 
Grave bearded Lions manag'd the Diſpute, 

And reverend Bears their Doctrines did confute: 


So Nero did, ſuch was the prudent courſe 
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And all, who would ſtand out in ſtiff Defence, 
They gently claw'd, and worried into ſenſe : 
Better than all our Sorbonne Dotards now, 
Who would by dint of Words our Foes ſubdue. 
This was the rigid Diſcipline of old, 
Which modern Sots for Perſecution hold : 
Of which dull Aunaliſis in Story tell 
Strange Legends, and huge bulky Volumes ſwell 
With martyr'd Fools, that loſt their Way to Hell. 
From theſe, our Church's glorious Ance/tors, 
We've learnt our Arts, and made their Methods ours. 
Nor have we come behind, the leaſt Degree, 
In acts of rough and manly Cruelty: : 
Converting Faggots, and the pow'rful Stake, 
And Sword reſiſtleſs our Apoſtles make. 
This heretofore Bohemia felt, and thus 
Were all the num'rous Praſelytes of Hu/s 
Cruſh'd with their Head: ſo Valado's curſed Rout, 
And thoſe of Wickliff+ here were rooted out, 
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Sorbonne, a Village near Paris, where is held a So- hy 
ciety of Doctors of Divinity, founded by St. Lewis IX. 7 
and Ralp de Sorbonne his Confeſſor, Anno 1264. = 
I Dr. John Wicklf, in 1337, preached ſtrongly againſt | 
the Pope's Supremacy, the Infallibility of the Church, 4 
and Tranſubſtantiation at Oxford : And notwithſtanding = 
he died in 138 5, at his Pariſh at Latterwworth in Leice/- 
terſhire, he was dug up Forty Years afterwards, and 
burnt for a Heretick. = 
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'Their Names ſcarce left.——Sure were he Means, 
we choſe, 

And wrought prevailingly : Fire ber the Droſs 

Of thoſe foul Herefies, and ſovereign Steel 

Lopt off th' infected Limbs the Church to heal. 
 Renown'd was that French alas renown'd - 

his Deed, 

A Deed, for which the Day deſerves its red 

Far more than for a paltry Saint, that dy'd: 

How goodly was the Sight! How fine the Show 

When Paris ſaw thro? all its Channels flow 

The Blood of Huguenots; when the full Sein, | 

Swell'd with the Flood, its Banks with Joy o'er-ran! 

He ſcorn'd like common Murderers to deal 

By Parcels and Piece-meal ; he ſcorn'd Retail 

I'th' Trace of death: whole Myriads died by th” 

-—_ 

Soon as one fingle Life; ſo quick their RE 

'Their very Prayers and Wiſhes came too late. 
This a King* did: And great and mighty 'twas, 

Worthy his high Degree, and Pow'r and Place, 

And worthy our Religion, and our Cau/e : 

Unmatch'd 't had been, had not Mac-quire aroſe, 


* Henry IIT. who conſented to the Maſſacre of the 
Proteſtants at Paris in 1572, was ſeventeen years after- 


wards murdered in the very Room * Clement, where he 
agreed to this helliſh deed. 
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The bold Mac-quire (who read in modern Fame, 
Can be a Stranger to his Worth and Name?) 

Born to out-fin a Monarch, born to reign 

In Guilt, and all Competitors diſdain : 

Dread Memory! whoſe each Mention ſtill can make 
Pale Heretics with trembling Horror quake, 

T' undo a Kingdom, to atchieve a Crime 

Like his; who would not fall and die like him? 
Never had Nome a nobler Service done, 
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Never had Hell; each Day came thronging down 3 
Vaſt Shoals of Ghoſts, and ine was pleas'd and glad, | Þ 
| And ſmil'd, when it the brave Revenge ſurvey'd. * 
Nor do I mention theſe great Inſtances | | 
For Bounds, and Limits to your Wickedneſs: 1 
Dare you beyond, ſomething out of the Road if 
Of all Example, where none yet have trod, 4 
Nor ſhall hereafter ; what mad Catiline 4 
© Durſt never think, nor's madder Poet feign, | 
Make the poor baffled Pagan Fool confeſs, q 
How much a Chriſtian Crime can conquer his: | 1 
3 How far in gallant Miſchief overcome, | 1 
3 The old muſt yield to ew, and modern ROME. 1 
Mix Ils paſt, preſent, future, in one Act; I 
One high, one brave, one great, one glorious Fact. q 
Which Hell and very J may envy— 4 


buch as a God himſelf might wiſh to be, 


FFF 


A Complice in the mighty Villainy, 

And barters Heaven, and vouchſafe to die. 
Nor let Delay (the Bane of Enterprize) 
Mar yours, or make the great Importance miſs. 


This Fa has wak'd your Enemies, and their Fear; : 


Let it your Vigour too, your Haſte and Care. 

Be ſwift, and let your Deeds foreſtal Intent, 
Foreſtal ev'n Wiſhes, e'er they can take Vent, 
Nor give the Fates the Leiſure to prevent. 
Let the full Clouds, which a long time did wrap 


Your gathering Thunder, now with ſudden Clap, 


Break out upon your Fes; daſh, and confound, 
And ſpread a voidleſs Ruin all around. 
Let the fir'd City to your Plot give Light; 
You raz'd it half before, now raze it quite. 
Do't more effectually; I'd ſee it glow 
In Flames unquenchable as thoſe below. 
I'd ſee the Miſcreants with their Houſes burn, 
And all together into Aſhes turn, 
Bend next your Fury to the curſt Divan; 
That damn'd Committee, whom the Fates ordain J 
Of all our well- laid Plots to be the Bane. 
Unkennel thoſe State-Foxes where they lie 
Working your ſpeedy Fate, and Deſtiny. 
Lug by the Ears the doating Prelate thence, 
Daſh Hereſy together with their Brains 
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Out of their ſhatter'd Heads. Lop off the Lords 

And Commons at one Stroke, and let your Swords 

Adjourn 'em all to th'other World,— 

Would I were bleſt with Fleſh and Blood again, 
But to be Actor in that happy Scene! 

Yet thus I will be by, and glut my View, 

Revenge ſhall take its fill, in State I'll go 

With captive Ghoſts attend me down below. 

Let theſe the Handſels of your Vegeance be, 

But ſtop not here, nor flag in Cruelty. 

Kill like a Plague, or Ingaiftion ; ſpare 

No Age, Degree, or Sex ; only to wear 

A Soul, only to own a Life, be here 

Thought Crime enough to loſe't: No Time, nor 

Place 

Be SanQuary from your Outrages. 

Spare not in Churches, kneeling Pric/ts at Pray'r 15 

Tho' interceding for you, ſlay ev'n there. 

Spare not young ufants ſmiling at the Breaſt, 

Who from relenting Fools their Mercy wreſt: 

Rip teeming Wombs, tear out the hated Brood 

From thence, and drown 'em in their Mether's Blood, 

Pity not Yirgzas, nor their tender Cries, 

'Tho? proſtrate at your Feet with melting Eyes 

All drown'd in Tears: ſtrike home, as twere in Lat, 


And force their begging Hands to guide the Thruſt. 
Vol I. C 
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Raviſh at the Altar, kill when you have done, 


Make them your Rapes, and Victims too in one. 


Nor let grey hoary Hairs Protection give 
To Age, juſt crawling on the Verge of Life: 


Snatch ftom its leaning Hands the weak Support, 


And with it knock't into the Grave with Sport; 

Brain the poor Cripple with his Crutch, then cry, 

You've kindly rid him of his Miſery. | it 
Seal up your Ears to Mercy, left their Words 

Should tempt a Pity, ram 'em with your Swords 

(Their Tongues too) down their Throats ; let 'em 

not dare | | | 
To mutter for their Souls a gaſping Pray'r, 


But in the Utt'rance choak't, and ſtab it there. 
»T were witty handſome Malice (could you do't) 


To make 'em die, and make 'em damn'd to boot. 
Make Children by one Fate with Parents die, 

Kill ev'n Revenge in next Poſterity: 

So you'll be peſter'd with no Orphan's Cries; 

No childleſs Mothers curſe your Memories. 
Make Death and Deſolation ſwim in Blood 
Throughout the Land, with nought to ſtop the Flood 
But ſlaughtered Carcaſes ; till the whole I/ 
Become one Tomb, become one Fur'ral Pile ; 

Till ſuch vaſt Numbers ſwell the countleſs ſum, 


That the wide Grave, and wider Hell want Room. 
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Great was that Tyrant s Wiſh, which ſhould be 
mine, 
Did I not ſcorn the Leavings of a ſin ; 
Freely would I beſtow't on England now, 
That the whole Nation with one Neck might 
grow, 
To be ſlic'd off, and you to give the Blow. 
What neither Saxon Rage could here inflict, 
Nor Danes more ſavage, nor the barbarous Pi; 
What“ Spain or Eighty Eight could e' er deviſe, 
With all its Fleet, and Freight of Cruelties; 
What ne'er Medina wiſh'd, much leſs could dare, 
And bloodier Alva would with trembling hear; 
What may ſtrike out dire Prodigies of old, 
And make their mild, and gentler Acts untold ; 
What Heaven's Judgments, nor the angry Stars, 
Foreign Invaſions, nor Domeſtic Wars, 
Plague, Fire, nor Famine could effect or do; 

All this, and more be dar'd and done by you. 
But why do with idle Talk delay 


_ 
3 
_— 


Farewel 


If I may waſte a pray'r for your Succeſs, 
Hell be your Aid, and your high projects bleſs 


A grand Armada fitted out againſt England. 
C2 
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Your Hands, and while my ſhould be acting, ſtay ? 
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May that vile Wretch, if any here there be, 
That meanly ſhrinks from brave Iniquity ; 

If any here feel Pity or Remorſe, 

May he feel all ve bid you act, and worſe! 
May he by Rage of Foes unpitied fall, 
And they tread out his hated Soul to Hell. 
May's Name and Carcaſe rot, expos'd alike to be 
The everlaſting Mark of grinning Infamy, 


(a) 


SATIRE 1, 


N ay, if our Sins are grown ſo high of late, 4 
That Heav'n no longer can adjourn our Fate, 1 
May't pleaſe ſome milder Vengeance to adviſe, 4 
Plague, Fire, Sword, Death, or any thing bat this. 
Let it rain ſcalding Show'rs of Brimſtone down, 

To burn us, as of old the If * Town : 

Let a new Deluge overwhelm agen, 

And drown at once our Land, our Lives, our Sin. 
Thus gladly we'll compound, all this we'll pay, 
To have this worſt of Ius remov'd away. 

| Judgments of other kinds are often ſent 

In Mercy only, not for Paniſhment: 
But where theſe light, they ſhew a Nation's Fate 
Is given up, and paſt for Reprobate, 

When God his ſtock of Wrath on Egypt ſpent ) 
To make a ſtubborn Land, and King repent, a 
Sparing the reſt, had he this one Plague ſent; 
For this alone his Pegple had been quit, 

And Pharaoh circumcis'd a Projelyte. 


* Fodom. 
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Wonder no longer why no Curſe, like theſe, 
Was known, or ſuffer'd in the prim'tive Days: 
They never ſinn'd enough to merit it, 


Twas therefore what Heav'ns juſt Pow'r thought fit, 


To ſcourge this latter, and more ſinful Age 

With all the Dregs, and Squeezings of his Rage. 
Too dearly is proud Spain with England quit 

For all her Loſs ſuſtain'd in Eighty Eight : 

For all the IIls our warlike Virgin wrought, 

Or Drake, and Rawleigh * her great Scourges 

brought. 
Amply ſhe was reveng'd in that one Birth, 
When Hell for her the Biſcain Plague brought forth, 


Great Counter Plague! in which unhappy we 


Pay back her ſuff rings with full Uſury: 
Than whom alone none ever was deſign'd 
'T*entail a wider Curſe on Human Kind, 
But he, who firſt begot us, and firſt ſinn'd, 


Happy the World had been, and happy Thou, 


(Leſs damn'd at leaſt, and leſs accurſt than now) 
If early with leſs Guilt in War thou'dſt dy'd, 


And from enſuing Miſchiefs Mankind freed. 


Or when thou view'dſt the Holy Land, and Tomb, 
Th'hadſt ſuffer'd there thy Brother Traytor's Doom. 


* Fxecuted at the Inſtigation of the Spaniſh Am- 
| baſſador, 
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Curſt be the Womb, that with the Firebrand teem'd 
Which ever ſince has the whole Globe inflam'd ; 
More curſt than ill aim'd Shot, which baſely miſt, ) 
Which maim'd a Limb, but ſpar'd thy hated Breaſt, 
And made at once a Cripple and a Prieſi. 3 
But why this wiſh? the Church if ſo might lack 
Champions, good Works, and Saints for th' Almanact. 
Theſe are the Jauixaries of the Cauſe, | 7 
The Life-Guard of the Roman Sullan, choſe 
To break the Force of Haguenots and Foes. ) 
The Churches Hazwkers in Divinity, 
Who 'ſtead of Lace and Ribbons, Dofrine cry: 
Rome's Strollers, who ſurvey each Continent, 
Its Trinkets and Commodities to vent. 
Export the Gaſpel, like mere Ware, for Sale, 
And truck'd for Indigo and Cochineal. 
As the known Factors here, the Brethren, once 
Swopt Chriſt about for Bodkins, Rings, and Spoons. 
And ſhall theſe great Apoſtles be contemn'd, 
And thus by-ſcofing Hereticks defam'd? 
They, by whoſe Means both Iadies now enjoy q 
The two choice Bleſſings, Pox and Popery ? 
Which buried elſe in [Ignorance had been, : 
Nor known the Worth of Beads and Bellarmine ? i 
It pitied holy Mother Church to ſee 1 
A World fo drown'd in groſs 1dolatry : | 
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It griev'd to fee ſuch goodly Nations hold 

Bad Errors and unpardonable Gold. 
Strange! What a fervent Zeal can Coin infuſe ! 
What Charity Pieces of Eight produce! 

So you were choſen the fitteſt to reclaim 

The Pagan World, and giv't a Chriſtian Name. 
And great was the Succeſs; whole Myriads Rood 
At Font, and were baptiz'd in their own Blood. 
Millions of Souls were hurl'd from hence to burn 

| Before their Time, be damn'd before their Turn, 
vet theſe were in Compaſſion ſent to Hell, 
The reſt reſerv'd in Spite, and worſe to feel, 
Compell'd inſtead of F:zzds to worſhip you, 

The more inhuman Devils of the two. 

Rare Way, and Method of Converſion this, 

To make your Votaries your Sacrifice; 

If to deſtroy be Reformation thought, 


A Plague as well might the good Work have wrought. 


Now fee we why your Founder, weary grown, 
Would lay his former trade of Killing down; 
He found *twas dull, he found a Crown would be 
A fitter Caſe, and Badge of Cruelty. 
Each ſniv'ling Hero Seas of Blood can ſpill, 
When Wrongs provoke, and Honour bids him kill. 
Each tiny Bully Lives can freely bleed, 

When preſs'd by M rue or Punt, to knock o'th*Head : 
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Give me your through-pac'd Sen) who ſcorns 
to be 
Prompted by poor Revenge, or mah 
But does it of true inbred Cruelty: 
Your cool, and ſober Muraerer, who prays, 
And ſtabs at the ſame time, who one hand has 
Stretch'd up to Heaven, t'other to make the pals, 
So the late Saints of bleſſed Memory, 
Cut Throats in godly pure Sincerity: 
And with uplifted Hands and Eyes devout, 
Said Grace, and carv'd a ſlaughter'd Monarch out. 
When the firſt Traitor Cain (too good to be 
Thought Patron of this black Fraternity) 
His bloody Tragedy of old deſign'd, 
One death alone quench'd his revengeful Mind, 
Content with but a Quarter of Mankind: 
Had he been Fe/uzr, had he but put on 
Their favage Cruelty ; the reſt had gone: 
His Hand had ſent old Adam after too, 
And forc'd the Godhead to create anew. 


And yet *twere well, were their foul guilt but 


| thought 

Bare Sin : *Tis ſomething ev'n to own a Fault. 
But here the boldeſt Flights of Wickedneſs 
Are ſtampt Religion, and for current Paſs. 
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The blackeſt, uglieſt, horrid'ſt, damned'ſt Deed, 
For which Hell-Flames, the Schools a Title need, 
If done for Holy Church, is ſanctified. 
This conſecrates the bleſſed Wort, and Tool, 3 
Nor muſt we ever after think 'em fou. 3 
To undo Realms, kill Parents, murder Kings, 
Are thus but petty Trifles, venial Things, 
"i Not worth a Confzffor ; nay, Heav'n ſhall be 
1 Itſelf invok'd t'abet th' Impiety. 
= Grant, gracious Lord, (ſome reverend Villain 
prays) 
«« That this the bold Afſertor of our Cauſe 
May with Succeſs accompliſh that great End, 
«« For which he was by thee and us deſign'd. 
Thou to his Arm and Sword thy Strength impart, 
And guide 'em ſteady to the Tyrant's Heart. 
Grant him for every meritorious Thruſt 
Degrees of Bliſs above, among the Juſt ; 
Where holy Garnet, and St. Guy are plac'd. 
«© Whom Works, like this, before have thither 
© rais'd. 2 
Where they are interceding far us now; 
For ſure they're there.” Yesqueſtionleſs, and fo 
Good Nero is, and Diocleſian too, 
And that great ancient Saint Heroftratus, 
And the late godly Martyr at Thoulouje. 


cc 
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Dare ſomething worthy Newgate and the Tow?r, 

If you'll be canonix d, and Heav'n inſure. 

Dull prim'tive Fools of old! Who would be good, 
Who would by Virtue reach the bleſt abode : 

Far other are the Ways found out of late, 
Which Mortals to that happy Place tranſlate : 
Rebellion, Treaſon, Murder, Maſſacre, 
The chief Ingredients now of Saintſbip are, 
And Tyburn only ſtocks the Calendar. 

Unhappy Judas, whoſe ill Fate, or Chance, 
Threw him upon groſs Times of Ignorance ; 
Who knew not how to value, or eſteem 
The Worth and Merit of a glorious Crime! 
Should his kind Stars have let him aQed now, 
He'd dy'd ab/olv'd, and dy'd a Martyr too. | 

Hear'ſt thou, great God, ſuch daring Blaſphemy, ö 
And let'ſt thy patient Thunder ſtill lie by? ö 
Strike, and avenge, leſt impious Atheiſis ſay, 

Chance guides the World, and has wurp'd thy 

Sway; 

Leſt theſe proud proſp” rous Villains too confeſs, 

Thou'rt ſenſeleſs, as they make thy Images. i 
Thou juſt and ſacred Pow'r ! wilt thou admit = 
Such Gueſts ſhould in thy glorious Preſenſe fit? 
If Heaven can with ſuch Company diſpence, 
Well did the Indian pray, Might he keep thence! 
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But this we only feign, all vain and falſe, 
As their own Legends, Miracles, and Tales ; 
Either the groundleſs Calumnies of Spite, 
Or idle Rants of Poetry and Wit. YL 
We with they were: But you hear Garnet ay, | N 
I did it, and would do't again; had I 3 
« As much of Blood, as many lives as Nome 
cc Has ſpilt in what the Fools call Martyrdom ; 

« As many Souls as Sins, I'd freely ſtake 

«© All them, and more, for Mother Church's Sake. 

« For that I'll ſtride o'er Crowns, ſwim thro? a Flood, 

«© Made up of W mann Brains and 

| Blood. 

« For that no Lives of Hereticks I'll 8 

«© But reap em down with leſs Remorſe and Care 

„ Than Targuin did the Poppy Heads of old, | 

«© Or we drop Beads, by which our Pray'rs are told.“ 
Bravely refolv'd ! and *twas as bravely dar'd: 


But (lo!) the Recompence and great Reward, 
The Wight is to the Almanack preferr'd. 
Rare Motives to be damn'd for holy Cauſe, 

A few Red Letters and ſome Painted Straws ! 
Fools! who thus truck with Hell by Mohatra, 
And play their Souls againſt no Stakes away. 
*T'is ſtrange with what an holy Impudence 
The Villain caught, his Innocence maintains: 
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Denies with Oaths the Fact, until it be 

Leſs Guilt to own it than the Perjury 

By th* Maſs and bleſſed Sacraments he ſwears, 
This Mary's Milk, and t'other Mary's Tears, 
And the whole Muſter-roll in Calendars. 

Not yet ſwallow the falſchood ? if all this. 
Won't gain a reſty Faith, he will on's Knees, 
Th' Evangeliſts, and Lady's, P/alter kiſs. 


To vouch the Lie, nay, more, to make it good, 
Mortgage his Soul upon't, his Heav'n, and God, 


Damn'd faithleſs Herezicks! hard to convince, 
Who truſt no Verdict but dull obvious Senſe. 


Unconſcionable Courts who Prieſts deny 


Their Benefit ot} Clergy, Perjury. 

Room for the Martyr'd Saints] behold they come! 
With what a noble Scorn they meet their Doom ? 
Not Knights %% Pot, nor often carted Whores 
Shew more of Impudence, or leſs Remorſe. 

O glorious and heroic Conſtancy ! 

That can forſwear upon the Cart, and die 
With gaſping Souls expiring in a Lie. 


None but tame ſleepiſh Criminals repent, 
Who fear the idle Bugbear, Puniſhment 2 


Your gallant Sinner ſcorns that Cowardice, 
The poor Regret, of having done amiſs, 


i 
f, 


30 r 


Brave he, to his firſt Principles ſtill true, 
Can face Damnation, fin with Hell in View ; 
And bid it take the Soul he does bequeath, 
And blow it thither with his dying Breath. 
Dare ſuch as theſe profeſs Religion's Name? 
Who, ſhould they EW and be believ'd, would 
5 ſhame 
Its Practice out o'th' World; would Atheiſts make 
Firm in their Creed, and vouch it at the Stake? 
Is Heawv'n for ſuch, whoſe Deeds make Hell too good, 
Too mild a Penance for their curſed Brood? 
For whoſe unheard-of Crimes, and damned Sake, 
Fate muſt below new Sorts of Torture make, 
Since, when of old it fram'd that Place of Doom, 
"Twas thought no Guilt like this could thither come. 
Baſe recreant Souls? would you have Kings truſt 
you, | 
Who never yet kept your Allegiance true 
To any but HelPs Prince? who with more Eaſe 


Can ſwallow down moſt ſolemn Perjuries, 

Than a Town-Bully common Oaths and Lies? 
Are the French Harry's Fates fo ſoon forgot? 

Our laſt bleſt Tador? or the Poauder-Plot? 

And thoſe fine Streamers that adorn'd ſo long * 
The Bridge, and Weſtminſter, and yet had hung, | 
Were they not ſtol'n, and now for Relicks gone? 
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Robb'd Tygers gentle; courteous, faſting Bears; Þ_ 


Think 7. aries loyal, or Scotch Cowenanters ; 


Atheiſts devout, and thrice-wrack'd Mariners; 
Take Goats for chaſte, and cloiſter'd Marmoſte 
For plain, and open two-edg'd Pariſites; 

Believe Bawwds modeſt, and the ſhameleſs Steapt, 
And binding Drunktards Oaths, and Strumpets Vows ; 
And when in time theſe ContradiQions meet, 

Then hope to find them in a Loyolite ; 

To whom, tho” gaſping, ſhould I Credit give, 
T'd think *twere ſin, and damn'd like unbelief. 

Oh for the Sabediſb law enacted here! 

No Scarecrow frighten's like a Prieſt-Gelder, 

Hunt them, as Beavers are, force them to buy 
Their lives with Ranſom of their Lechery. 
Or let that wholſome Statute be reviv'd, 

Which England heretofore from Wolves reliev'd ; 
Tax every Shire inſtead of them to bring 

Each Year a certain *tail of Jeſuits in; 

And let their mangled Quarters hang the I/ 

To ſcare all future Vermin from the Soil. 
Monſters avaunt! may ſome kind Whirlwind ſweep 
Our Land, and drown theſe Locuſts in the Deep: 
Hence ye loath'd Objects of our Scorn and Hate, 
With all the Curſes of an injur'd Strate: 


1 


Go, foul Impoftors, to ſome duller Soil, 
Some eaſier Nation with your Cheats beguile ; 
Where your groſs common Gulleries may paſs, 
To ur, and top on bubbled Conſciences; 
Where Ignorance and th' Inguiſſtian rules, 
Where the vile Herd of poor Implicit Fools 
Are damn'd contentedly, where they are led 
Blindfold to Hell, and thank, and pay their Guide! 
Go, where all your black T:be before are gone, 

Follow Chastel, Ravillac, Clement down, 
Your Cateſdy*, Faux, and Garnet, thouſands more, 
And thoſe who hence have lately rais'd the Score. 
Where the Grand Traytor now, and all the Crew, 
Of his Diſciples muſt receive their Due: 

Where Flames, and Tortures of eternal Date, 
Muſt puniſh you, yet ne'er can expiate: 

Learn duller Fiends your unknown Cruelties, 

Such as no Wit, but yours, could e'r deviſe, 
No Guilt but yours deſerve ; make Hell confeſs 
1:/elf out-done, its Devils damn'd for leſs. 


Part of theſe concerned in the Gunpowder-Plot, 
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Los had that fam'd Impoſtor found ſucee/s, 
Long ſeen his damn d Fraternity's Increaſe, 

In Wealth and Power, Miſchief, Guile improv'd, 

By Popes, and Pope-rid-Kings upheld and loud. 
Laden with Years, and Sins, and num*rous Scars, 
Get ſome 71h Field, but moſt in other Wars, 
Now finding Life decay, and Fate draw near, 3 
Grown ripe for Hell, and Roman Calendar, 0 
He thinks it worth his holy thoughts and Care, 


Ignatius Loyola, founder of the Order of Jeſuits, 


born in the Province of Guipuſcoa in Spain, in the Year 
1491; he was bread at the Court of Ferdinand and 1/a- 
bella. He entered into the Military Life, and was 
wounded in the right Leg at the Siege of Pampelonne ; 
and when under Cure of this Wound, he determined to 
renounce the Vanities of the World, and conſecrate him - 
ſelf and Arms to the Virgin Mary. In the Year 1543 he 


founded, without any Reſtrictions, his new Society, 
which was confirmed by Pope Paul III. He continued 


at their Head till his Death, which happened in Fuly 
1556. | | | 
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To meet Commands of their dread Monarchs go, 


And joys to ſee the wiſh d Aſſembly meet: 


SA THKS MM 


Some hidden Rules and Secrets to ;mpart, | 
The Proofs of long Experience and deep Art, 
Which to his Succeſſors may uſeful be, 


In conduct of their future Villany. 


Summon'd together all th* officious Band, 

T he Orders of their Bed-rid Chief attend : 
Doubtful, what Legacy he will bequeath, 
And wait with greedy Ears his dying Breath : 
With ſuch quick Duty V. afſal Fiends below 


On Pillow raisd, he does their Entrance greet, 


They in glad Murmurs tell their joy aloud, 

T hen a deep Silence fills the expeting Crowd ; 

Like Pelphick-Hag of old, by Fiend paſſeſt, 

He fvells, wild Frenzy heawves his panting Breaſt ; 

His briſeling Hairs flick up, his Eye-balls glow, 

And from his Mouth long ſtreaks of Drivel flow : 

Thrice with due Reverence he himſelf doth croſs, 

Then thus his helliſs Oracles diſcloſe. | 
Ye firm Aſſociates of my great Deſign, 

Whom the ſame Vows, and Oaths, and Order j join, 

'The faithful Band, whom I, and Rome have choſe, 

The laſt Support of our declining Cauſe ; 

Whoſe conq'ring Troops I with Succeſs have led 


Gainſt all Oppoſers of our Church, and Head 
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Whoe'er to the mad German owe their Riſe, 
Geneva's-Rebels, or the hot-brain'd Sw1/s; 
Revolted Hereticks, who late have broke, 

And durſt throw off the long-worn ſacred Yoke : 
You, by whoſe happy Influence Rome can boaſt 

A greater Empire than by Luther loſt; 

By whom wide Nature's far-fetch'd limits now, 
And utmoſt Indies to its Croſier bow. 

Go on, ye mighty Champions of our Cauſe, 
Maintain our Party, and ſubdue our Foes: 
Kill Hereſy, that rank and poiſonous Weed, 
Which threatens now the Church to overſpread: 
Fire Calvin, and his Neſt of Upſtarts out, 

Who tread our ſacred Mitre under Foot; 

Stray'd Germany reduce: let it no more 

Th' inceſtuous Mox# of MWiitemberg adore : 

Make ſtubborn Zgl2nd once more ſtoop its Crown, 
And Fealty to our Prieſtly Sovereign own: | 
Regain our Church's Right, the and clear 
From all remaining Dregs of Wickliſf there. 
Plot, enterprize, contrive, endeavour; ſpare 
No Toil nor Pains; no Death nor Danger fear. 
Reſtleſs your Aims purſue: let no Defeat 

Your ſprightly Courage, and Attempts rebate, 
But urge to freſh, and bolder, ne'er to end 

Fill he whole World to our great Caliph bend, 
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Till he, thro? every Nation every where 
Bear Sway, and reign as abſolute as here: 
Till Rome without Controul or Conteſt be 
The Univerſal Ghoſtly Monarchy. 

Oh! that kind Heaven a Agr Thread would 

give, 

And let me to that happy 0 live: 
But *tis decreed !—at this he paus d and wept, 
The reſt alike time with his Sorrow kept + 
Then thus continued he, — Since unjuſt Fate 
Envies my Race of Glory longer Date; 
Yet, as a wounded General, eer he dies, 
To his ſad Troops ſighs out his laſt Advice, 
(Who, tho' they muſt his fatal Abſence moan, 
By thoſe great Leſſons conquer when he's gone) 
So I to you my laſt Inſtructions give, 
And breath out Counſels with my parting HG: : 
Let each to my important Words give Ear, 
Worth your Attention, and my dying Care. 
Firſt, and the chiefeſt Thing by me injoin'd, 
The ſolemn'ſt Tie, that muſt your Order bind, 
Let each without Demur or Scruple pay 
A ſtrict Obedience to the Raman Sway: + 
To the unerring Chair all Homage ſwear, 
Altho' a Punk, a Witch, a Fiend fit there: 
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Whoe'er is to the ſacred Mitre rear'd, 

Believe all Virtues with the Place conferr'd: 

Think him eſtabliſh'd there by Heaven, tho' he 5 

Has Altars robb'd for Bribes the Choice to buy, 0 

Or pawn'd his Soul to Hell for Simony : 

Tho? he be Atheiſt, Heathen, %, or Jew, 

Blaſphemer, ſacrilegious, perjur'd too: 

Tho? Pander, Bawd, Pimp, Pathick, Buggerer, 

Whate'er old Scdom's Neſt of Leachers were: 

Tho? Tyrant, Traitor, Pois'ner, Parricide, 

Magician, Monſter, all that's bad beſide : 

Fouler than Infamy; the very Lees, 

The Sink, the Jakes, the Common- Shore of Vice: 

Strait count him holy, virtuous, good, devout, 

Chaſte, gentle, meek, a Saint, a God, who not? 
Make Yate hang on his Lips, nor Heaven have 

Pow'r to Predeſtinate without his Leave: 

None be admitted there but who he pleaſe, 

Who buys from him the Patent for the Place. 

Hold thoſe amongſt the higheſt Rank of Saints, 

Whoe'er he to that Honour ſhall advance, 

Tho? here the Refuſe of the Jail, and Stews, 

Which Hell itſelf would ſcarce for Lumber chuſe : 

But count all reprobate, and damn'd, and worſe, 

Whom he, when Gout, or Phthiſick __ ſhall 

curſe; 
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Whom he in Anger excommunicates, 
For Friday Meals, and abrogating Sprazs ; 
Or in juſt Indignation ſpurns to Hell 
For jeering Holy Toe, and Pantoffle, 
Whate'er he ſays eſteem for holy Writ, 
And Text Apocriphal, if he think fit : 
Let arrant Legends, worſt of Tales and Lies, 
Falſer than Capgræves, and Voragines, 

Than Quiæxor, Rablais, Amadis de Gaul; 

Is ſign'd with ſacred Lead, and Fiſher's Seal 
Be thought Authentic and Canonical, 
Again, if he ordain't in his Decrees, 

Let very Goſpel for meer Fable paſs: 

Let Right be Wrong, Black White, and Virtue Vie 
No Sun, no Moon, nor no Antipodes, 
Forſwear your Reaſon, Conſcience, and your Creed, 
Your very Senſe, and Euclid, if he bid. 

Let it be held leſs heinous, leſs amiſs, 

To break all God's Commands than one of his: 
When his great Miſſions call, without Delay, 
Without ReluQance readily obey, 
Nor let your inmoſt Wiſhes dare gainſay : 
Should he to Bantam, or Fapan command, 
Or fartheſt Bounds of Southern unknown Land, 
Farther than Avarice its Vaſſals drives, 


Thro' Rocks and Dangers, loſs of Blood, and Lives; ; 


= 
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Like great Xavier's be your Obedience ſhewn, 
Outſtrip his Courage, Glory, and Renown ; 
Whom neither yawning Gulphs of deep Deſpair, 
Nor ſcorching Heats of burning Lime could ſcare : 
Whom Seas, nor Storms, nor Wrecks could make 
- refrain 

From propagating holy Faith, and Gain. 

If he but nod Commiſſions out to kill, 
But beckon Lives of Hereticks to ſpill ; 
Let th' Inquiſition rage, freſh Cruelties 
Make the dire Engines groan with tortur'd Cries : 
Let Campo Flori every day be ſtrow'd 
With the warm Aſhes of the Lurh'ran Brood: 
Repeat again Bohemian Slaughters o'er, | 
And Piedmont Vallies drown with floating Gore : 
Swifter than murdering Angels, when they fly 
On Errands of avenging Deſtiny. | 
Fiercer than Storms let looſe, with eager haſte 
Lay Cities, Countries, Realms, whole Nature waſte: 
Sack, raviſh, burn, deſtroy, ſlay, maſſacre, 
Till the ſame Grave their Lives and Names inter. 

Theſe are the Rights to our great Mui due, 
The {worn Allegiance of your ſacred Vow : 


What elſe we in our Votaries require, 


What other Gift next follows to enquire, 
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And firſt it will our great' Advice befit, 
What Soldiers to your Liſt you ought t'admit, 
To Natives of the Church, and Faith, like you, 
The foremoſt Rank of Choice is juſtly due: 
Mongſt whom the chiefeſt Place aſſign to thoſe, 
1 Whoſe Zeal has moſtly ſignaliz'd the Cauſe, 
| But let not Entrance be to them deny'd, 
| Whoever ſhall divert the adverſe Side : 
[ Omit no Promiſes of Wealth or Power, 
That may inveigled Hereticks allure : 
Thoſe whom great Learning, Parts, or Wit 
renowns, 
Cajole with Hopes of Honour, Scarlet Gowns, 
Provincialſhips, and Palls, and Triple- Crowns, 
This muſt a Rector, that a Provoſt be, 
A third ſucceed to the next Abbacy: 
Some Princes Tutors, others Confeſſors, 
To Dukes, and Kings, and Queens, and Emperors; 
Theſe are ſtrong Arguments, which ſeldom fail, 
Which more than all your weak Diſputes prevail. 
Exclude not thoſe of leſs Deſert, decree 
To all Revolters your Foundation free: 
To all, whom Gaming, Drunkenneſs, or Luſt, 
To Need, and Popery ſhall have reduc'd : 
To all, whom lighted Love, Ambition croſt, 
Hopes often bilkt, and fought Preferment loſt, - 
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Whom Pride, or Diſcontent, Revenge, or Spite, 
Fear, Frenzy, or Deſpair ſhall proſelyte : 

Thoſe powerful Motives, which the moft bring in, 
Moſt Converts to our Church, and Order win. 
Reject not thoſe, whom Guilt and Crimes at home 
Have made to us for Sanctuary come: 

Let Sinners of each Hue, and Size, and Kind, 
Here quick Admittance, and ſafe Refuge find: 
Be they from Juſtice of their Country fled, 

With Blood of Murders, Rapes, and Treaſons dy'd: 
No Varlet, Rogue, or Miſcreant refuſe, 

From Gallies, Jails, or Hell itſelf broke looſe. 
By this you ſhall in Strength and Numbers grow, 
And Shoals each Day to your throng'd Cloiſters flow: 
So Rome and Mecca's * firlt great Founders did, 

By ſuch wiſe Methods make their Churches ſpread. 


When ſhaven Crown, and hallow'd Girdle” 8. 


Power | 
Has dub'd him Saint, that Villain v was before ; Z 
Enter'd, let it his firſt Endeavour be 
To ſhake off all Remains of Modeſty ; 

Dull ſneaking Modeſty, not more unfit 
For needy flatt'ring Poets, when they write, 
Or trading Punks, than for a Jeſuits 
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If any Novice feel at firſt a Bluſh, 
Let Wine, and frequent Converſe with the 

| Stews | 
Reform the Fop, and ſhame it out of Uſe, 
Unteach the puling Folly by Degrees, 

And train him to a well-bred Shameleſſneſs. 
Get that great Gift, and Talent, Impudence, 
Accompliſh'd Mankind's higheſt Excellence: 
*Tis that alone prefers, alone makes great, 
Confers alone Wealth, Titles, and Eſtate : 
Gains Place at Court, can make a Fool a Peer, 
An Aſs a Biſhop, can vil'ſt Blockheads rear 
To wear red Hats, and fit in Porph'ry Chair. 
'Tis Learning, Parts, and Skill, and Wit, and 

Senſe, | | 5 

Worth, Merit, Honour, Virtue, Innocence. 
Next for Religion, learn what's fit to take, 

How ſmall a Dram does the juſt Compound make, 
As much as is by the crafty Stateſnen worn 
For Faſhion only, or to ſerve a Turn: 

To. bigot Fools its idle Practice leave, 
Think it enough the empty Form to have : 
The outward Show is ſeemly, cheap, and light, 
Tha Subſtance cumberſome, of Coſt, and Weight: 

The Rabble judge by what appears to th' Eye, 
None, or but few the Thoughts within deſcry, 
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Make't you an Engine to ambitious Pow'r 

To ſtalk behind, and hit your Mark more ſure: 

A Cloak to cover we!l-hid Knawery, 

Like it, when us'd, to be with Eaſe thrown by : 

A ſhifting Card, by which your Courſe to ſteer, 

And taught with every changing Vind to veer, 

Let no nice, holy, conſcientious Aſs 

Amongſt your better Company find Place, 

Me, and your whole Foundation to diſgrace 

Let Truth be baniſh'd, ragged Virtue fly, 

And poor unprofitable Honeſty ; 

Weak Idols, who their wretched Slaves betray ; 

To every Rook, and every Knave a Prey : 

Theſe lie remote, and wide from Intereſt, 

Farther than Heaven from Hell, or Ea. from 
. 

Far as they e'er were diſtant from the Breaſ:, 
Think not yourſelves t'Auſterities confin'd, 

Or thoſe ſtrict Rules which other Orders bind, 

To Capuchins, Carthufians, Cordeliers 

Leave Penance, meager Abſtinence, and Prayers : 

In louſy Rags, let Begging Fryars lie, 

Content on Boards of Straw to mortify : 

Let them with Sackcloth diſcipline their Skins, 


And ſcourge them for their Madneſs, and their Sins: 
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And plac't in Naſtineſs, and Want of Meat: 
Live you in Luxury, and pamper'd Eaſe, 
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Let pining Aunchorets in Grottos ſtarve, 
Who from the Liberties of Nature ſwerve : 
Who make't their chief Religion not to eat, 


As if whole Nature were your Catere/5, 
Soft be your Beds, as thoſe which Monarch's Whores 
Lie on, or Gouts of Bed-rid Emperors : 
Your Wardrobes ſtor d with Choice of Suits more 

dear | 
Than Cardinals on high Proceſſions wear: 


With Dainties load your Boards, wnoſe every Di 


May tempt cloy'd Gluttons, or Vitellius' * Wiſh. 


Each fit a longing Queen Let richeſt Wines 


With Mirth your Heads inflame, with Luft your 
Veins : 


Such as the Friends of dying Popes would give | 


For Cordials to prolong their gaſping Life : 
Ne'er let the Nazarene, whoſe Badge and Name 
You wear, upbraid you with a conſcious Shame : 


Leave him his lighted Homilies, and Rules, 


To ſtuff the Squabbles of the wrangling Schools : 
Diſdain, that He, and the poor Angling-Tribe, 
Should Laws and Government to you preſeribe : : 


* The ninth Roman. 8 and perhaps the molt 
voluptuous Glutton the World ever produced, 
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Let none of thoſe good Fools your Patterns male; 
Inſtead of them the mighty Judas take, 
Renown'd T/cariot, fit alone to be 
Th' Example of our great Society ; 
Whoſe darling Guilt deſpis'd the common YM 
And ſcorn'd to ſtop at Sin beneath a God. 
And now 'tis time I ſhould Iaſtructions give, 
What Viles and Cheats the Rabble beſt deceive : 
Each Age and Sex, their different Paſſions wear, 
To ſuit with which requires a prudent Care ; 
Youth is capricious, headſtrong, fickle, vain, 
To Lawle/s Pleaſure given, Age to Gain: 


Old Wives, in Superſtition ouer-groaun, 


With Chimney-T ales, and Stories beſt are won: 
'Tis no mean Talent rightly-to deſcry, 
What ſeveral Baits to each you ought t'apply. 
The credulous and eaſy of Belief, 

With Miracles, and well-fram'd Lies deceive. 


Empty whole Surius, and the Talmud: drain 


Saint Francis, and Saint Mahome!'s Alcoran : 
Sooner ſhall Popes, and Cardinals want Pride, 
Than you a Stock of Lies, and Legends need. 


Tell, how bleſs'd Virgin to come down was ſeen, 


Like Play-Hoy/e. Punk deſcending in Machine - 
How ſhe writ Billet-Deux, and Lowe - Diſcourſe, 
Made Afignations, Vifits, and Amours: 
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46 SATIRE AL. 

How Hoſts diſtreſt, her Smeck for Banner bew 
Which vanquiſh'd Foes, and murder d at Twelve 

| Score. 

Relate how Fi/6 in Conventicle mer, 

And Mackrel were with Bait of Doctrine caught; 

How Cattle have judicious Hearers been, 

And Stones pathetically cry*d Amen. 

How conſecrated Hive with Bells was hung, 

And Bees kept Maſs, and holy Anthems ſung : 

How Pigs to th? Rosgry kneel'd, and Sheep were 

taught 

To bleat Te Deum, and Magnificat : 

How Fl;z-Flap of Church-Cenſure Houſes rid 

Of Inſects, which at Curſe of Fryar dy'd ; 

How trav'ling Saints, well mounted on a Switch, 

Ride Feurnies through the Air, like Lapland Witch: 

And ferrying Cowls Religious Pilgrims bore, 

O'er Waves, without the Help of Sail, or Oar. 

Nor let Xawier's great Wonders paſs conceal d, 

How Storms were by th' Almighty Wafer quell'd ; 

How zealous Crab the ſacred Image bore, 

And ſwam a Cath lick to the diſtant Shore : 

With Shams, like theſe, the giddy Rout miſlead, 

Their Folly and their Saperſtition feed. 

_ *Twas found a good, and gainful Art of old 

(And much it did our Church's Pow'r uphold) 
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To feign Heb-goblins, Elves, and walking Sprites, 
And Fairies dancing Salenger o' Nights: 
White Sheets for Ghofts, and Will. a-auiſps have paſt 
For Souls in Purgatory unreleas d, : 
And Crabs in Church-yard crawl'q; in Maſquer _ 
To cheat the Pariſh, and have Mayes ſaid, 
By this our Anceſtors in happier days, 
Did Store of Credit, and Advantage raiſe : 
But now the trade is fall'n, decay'd, and dead, 
E'er ſince contagious Knowlege has o'erſpread : 
With Scorn the grinning Rabble now hear tell 
Of Hecla, Patrict*s-hile, and Mongibel ; 
Believ'd no more, than Tales of Troy, unleſs 
In Countries drown'd in Ignorance, like this. 
Henceforth be wary how ſuch Things you feign, 
Except it be beyond the Cape, or Line: 
Except at Mexico, Braxile, Peru, 
At the Molucco's, Goa, or Pegu, 
Or any diſtant, and remoter Place, 
Where they may current and unqueſtion'd paſs: 
Where never poaching Hereaicks reſert, 
To ſpring the Lie, and mak't their Game and Short. 
But I forget (what ſhould be mention d moſt) 
Confeſſion, our chief Teirelege. and Booft : 
That Staple-Ware which ne'er returns in yain, 
Ne'er balks the Trader of expeRted Gain. 
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»Tis this, that ſpies through eee and 
brings 

Admiſſion to the Cabinets of Kings: 

By this we keep proud Monarchs at our Becks, 

And make our F oorftool; of their Thrones and 
Necks: 

_ Give em Command, and if they 44 bin 

Betray them to th* ambitious Heir a Prey: 

Hound the officious Curs on Hereticks, 


The Vermin, which the Church infeſt, and 


Ven: 
And when our Turn is ſerv* d, LS Buſineſs done, 
Diſpatch *em for Reward, as uſeleſs grown : 
Nor are theſe half the Benefits and Gains, 
Which by wiſe manag'ry accrue from thence : 

By this we unlock the Miſer's hoarded Cheſts, 
And Treaſure, tho* kept cloſe, as Stateſmens 
Bhreaſts: W 

This does rich Widows to our Nets decoy, | 
Let us their Jointures, and themſelves enjoy: 
To us the Merchant does his cuſtoms bring, 
And pays our Duty, tho? he cheats his King: 
To us Court-Miniſters refund, made great 
By Robbery, and Bankrupt of the State : 
Oars is the Soldier's Plunder, Padder's Prize, 
Gabels on Lech'ry, and Stew's Exciſe ; 
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By this our Colleges in Riches ſhine, 

And vie with Becker's *® and Loretto's 4 Shrine. 
And here 1 muſt not grudge a Word or two 

(My younger Vot'ries) of Advice to you, | 

To you, whom Beauty's Charms, and gen'rous 

Fire, | 

Of boiling Youth to Spoits of Love inſpire: 

This 1s your Harveſt, here ſecure, and cheap 

You may the Fruits of unbought Pleaſure reap : 

Riot in free and uncontroul'd Delight, 

Where no dull Marriage clogs the Appetite : 

Taſte every Diſh of Luſt's Variety, 

Which Popes, and ſcarlet Leachers dearly buy, 

With Bribes, and Biſhopricks, and Simony. 

But this I ever to your Care commend, 

Be wary how you openly offend : 

Leſt ſcoffing lewd Buffoons deſcry our Shame, 

And fix Diſgrace on the great Order's Fame. 
When the unguarded Maid alone repairs 

To eaſe the Buren of her Sins, and Cares; 
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F 0 Thomas a Becket murdered in Canterbury Cathe- 
ra 

F Commonly called the Lady of Loreto, ſuppoſed to 
be the Room in which the Virgin Mary conceived and 
brought forth the Child Jeſus.— lt is a Church famous 
for its Miracles and Riches. 
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When Youth in each, and Privacy conſpire 
To kindle wiſhes, and befriend Deſire ; 
If ſhe has practis'd in the Trade before, 
(Few elſe of Proſelytes to us brought o'er) 
Little of Force, or Artifice will need, 
To make you in the victory ſucceed : 
But if ſome untaught Innocent, ſhe be, 
Rude, and unknowing in the Myſtery ;- | 
She'll coſt more Labour to be made comply. 
Make her by Pumping underſtand the Sport, 
And undermine with ſecret Trains the Fort: 
Sometimes as if you'd blame her gaudy dreſs, 
Her naked Pride, her Jewels, Point,. and Lace, 
Find Opportunity her Breaſts to preſs : | 
Oft feel her Hand, and whiſper in her Ear, 
You find the ſecret Marks of Lewdneſs there: 
Sometimes with naughty Senſe her bluſhes raiſe, 
And make 'em Guilt, ſhe never knew, confeſs ; 
« Thus (may you ſay) with ſuch a leering Smile, 
« So languiſhing a look your hearts beguile: 
«© Thus with your Foot, Hand, Eye, your Tokens 
| 60 ſpeak, | 7% 5 
«« Theſe Signs deny, theſe Aſſignations make; 
„Thus *tis you clip, with ſuch a fierce Embrace 
« You claſp your Lover to your Breaſt and Face: 
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SATIRE 18. 51 
„ Thus are your hungry Lips with Kiſſes cloy'd, 


„Thus is your Hand, and thus your Tongue 


| « employ'd,” 

Ply her with Talk like this: And if ſh'incline 
To help Devotion, give her Aretine , 
Inſtead o'th*Roſary : Never deſpair, 
She, that to ſuch Diſcourſe will lend an Far, 
Tho? chaſter than old cloiſter'd Nuns ſhe were, 
Will ſoon prove ſoft and pliant to your Uſe, 
As Strumpets at a Carnival let looſe, 
Credit Experience ; I have try'd *em all, 
And never found th' unerring Methods fail: 


Not Ovid, tho? *twere his chief Maſtery, 


Had greater Skill in theſe Intrigues, than I: 


Nor Nero's learned Pimp +, to whom we owe 


What choice Records of Luſt are extant now, 
This heretofore, when Youth, and ſprightly Bld 
Ran in my Veins, I taſted, and enjoy'd: 


* Peter Aretine, a Native of Arezze, celebrated for his 
wanton and ſatirical Works in the 16th Century—for 
which, very improperly, he was called the Diane. His 
Death was equal to his extraordinary Turn of Genius ; 


laughing prodigiouſly at ſome well-turned double entendre, 
he fell backwards from his Chair, and kill'd himſelf, in 


1556, aged 66, ; | 
+ Petronius, who drew the Characters of Nero and his 
Court, in ſome ſevere meretricious Satires. 
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Ah thoſe bleſt Days (Here the old Leacher ſmiPd, 
With faveet Remembrance of paſt Pleaſures fil dc) 
But they are gone ! Wiſhes alone remain, 

And Dreams of Joy, ne'er to be felt again: 
To abler Youth I now the Practice leave, 

To whom this Counſel, and Advice I give. 
But the dear Mention of my gayer Days 
Has made me farther, than I would, digreſs: 
*Tis time we now ſhould in due Place expound, 
How guilt is after Shriet to be aton'd : 
Enjoin no /our Repentance, Tear, and Grief; 
Eyes weep no Caſh, and you no Profit give : 
Sins, though of the firſt Rate, muſt puniſh'd be, 
Not by their own, but th' Actor's Quality: 

The Poor, whoſe Purſe cannot the Penance bear, 
Let whipping ſerve, bare Feet, and Shirts of Hair: 
The richer Fools to Compoſtella ſend, 
To Rome, Montferrat, or the Hoh Land - 

Let Pardons, and th'Indulgence-Office drain 
Their Coffers, and enrich the Pope's with Gain. 
Make 'em build Churches, Monaſteries found, 
And dear-bought Maſſes for their Crimes compound. 
Let Law, and Goſpel, rigid Precepts ſet, 
And make the Paths to Bliſs rugged and ftrait : 
Teach you a ſmooth, an eaſier Way to gain 
Hearv'n's Joys; yet ſweet, and uſeful, Sin retain: 
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With every Frailty, every Luſt comply, 
Teadvance your ſpiritual Realm, and Monarchy : 
Pull up weak Virtue's Fence, give Scope and Space, 
And Purlieus to out-lying Conſciences : 
Shew that the Needle's Eye may ſtretch, and how 
The largeſt Camel-Vices may go thro'. 

Teach how the Prieft Pluralities may buy, 
Yet fear no odious Sin of Simony, 
While thoughts and Ducats will directed be: 
Let Whores adorn his exemplary Lifc, 
But no lewd heinous Wife a Scandal give, 
Sooth up the gaudy Atheiſt, who maintains 
No Law, but Senſe ; and owwns no God, but Chances 
Bid Thieves rob on, the b:1/ rous Ruffian tell, 
He may for Hire, Revenge, or Honour kill ; 
Bid Strumpets perſevere, abſolve 'em too, 
And take their Dues in lind for what you do: 
Exhort the painful and induſtrious Bawd 
To Diligence, and Labour in her Trade; 
Nor think her Innocent-Vocation ill, 
Whoſe Income does the ſacred Treaſure fill: 
Let griping Uſurers Extortion uſe, 
No Rapine, Falſhood, Perjury refuſe, 


Stick at no Crime, which covetous Popes would ſcarct 


Act to enrich themſelves, and Baſtard Heirs : 
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A ſmall Bequeſt to th' Church can all atone, 
Wipes off all Scores, and Heawv'z, and all's their own, 
Pe theſe your Doctrines, theſe the Truths you preach 
But no forbidden Bible come in reach, 

Your Cheats, and Arrtifices to impeach 

Leſt thence Lay Fools pernicious Knowledge get, 
Throw off Obedience, and your Laws forget: 
Make 'em believe't a Spell, more dreadful far, 
Than Bacon, Haly, or Albumazar. 

Happy the Time, when th'unpretending Crowd, 
No more, than l, its Language underſtood! 
When the Worm- eaten Book, link'd to a Chain, 
In Duſt lay mouldring in the Vatican; 


Deſpis'd, neglected, and forgot, to none 


But poring Rabbies, or the Sorbon known: 


Then in full Pow'r our Sovereign Prelate /wway'd, 


By Kings and all the Rabble-World obey'd: 
Here, humble Monarchs, at his Feet kneel'd down, 
And beg'd the Alms, and Charity of a Crown: 
There, when in /o/emn State he pleas'd to ride, 
Poor ſcepter'd Slaves ran Lackeys by his Side; 
None, though in Thought, his Grandeur durſt 
blaſpheme, 

Nor in their very Sleep a 7 DAP dream. 

But ſince the broaching that mi/chievous Piece, 
Each Alderman a Father Lombard is: 
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And every Cit dares impudently know 

More than a Council, Pope, and Conclave too. 
Hence the late damned Friar, and all the Crew 
Of former crawling Sects their Poiſon drew : 
Hence all the Troubles, Plagues, Rebellions breed, 
We've felt, or feel, or may hereafter dread : 
Wherefore enjoin, that no Lay-Coxcomb dare 
About him that unlawful Weapon wear 

But charge him chiefly not to touch at all 

The dang'rous Works of that old Lollard, Paul; 
The arrant WickliF/, from whom our Foes 

Take all their Batt'ries to attack our Cauſe ; 
Would he, in his firſt Years, had martyr'd been, 
Never Damaſcus, nor the Viſion ſeen ; 

Then he our Party was, ſtout vigorous, 

And fierce in chace of Hereticks, like us: 

Till he at length, by th' Enemy ſeduc'd, 

Forſook us, and the hoſtile Side eſpous'd. 

Had not the mighty Julian * miſt his Aims, 
Theſe Holy-Shreds had all conſum'd in Flames: 
But ſince th* Immortal-Lumber ſtill endures, 

In ſpite of all his Induſtry, and ours; 


„The PO and forty-eighth Emperor of Rome; 
ſo called for renouncing the Chriſtian Religion, and be- 


coming a Pagan, 


E 4 


dr <a 


r 


95 


— 3 


2 9 
D < 2 — 
* . — — —— Pn 
* — — 2 2 
TELL, «1, > x $ 


* 
oo DA—_ W _ 2 
a. — 2 ——— — 1 — a> _ hs 5 Ea 1 2 
ak * _ — — — — K ä - — — N — 
— — em - = — — — —— — — — . 2 . S * , 4 12 ner _ Ds Pap” "hay. — 838 N 2 " 1 — 3 * 2 ＋ 
*. N - » PD 8 2 — 2 . | IRON Mons — F Fr AE 2 IF. * 2 2 NaF = : CARERS 3 I 
= 4 5 — » - —— A N 4 1 * : — a 2 5 
F — XS Is eons, Cant eu arab, * 2 2 . * a ” ——__ " IR n 
_ x. 22 3 Wie PI. 2 ne i oo LI Po EY LIES. I eel 7 aeE, Ie INS . 24 a a W. : 5 F 2 2 2 — 
2 * N VI ” . — — — * K - 8 * * " * > - ; - = 
: * " mo . 8 — an Ko 4 8 = 4 2 42 3 4 LAS * Fs * — A 2 * R 4 wo, So q "BEL — a - 
- : > CS.” —— 5 r — . x. 2 5 — . 3 _ = 1 by n * "I > es = a 2 4 
7 82 9 = * we — — — 5 3 2 ding . VA 2 . — Wy - > 2 p y _— , N nts -- 
- - — 1 2 2 2 pF aa 4 — 8 wo 9 wa . 0 - p 5 5 — 2 = - 
: % 4 : — * * * 4 . 2 — 2 of -—-# , — — 
. R — r r „ © A ; . 1 5 = - 2 
5 8 8 . 2 > : — 


— 


822 


* 0 1 2 — 
"ey ne WS I py _ TIC. _ 
— 2 » -_ © & _ 


ve Ce 


oe ISS TS 
PP 
— 


— LL, 
— Te 


1 n 
— — * I a 


\ Aa. 


— 


eo 


„% :& AT n BE 


Take care at leaſt, it may not come abroad; 
To taint with catching Hereſy the Crowd : 
Let them be ſtill kept low in Senſe, they'll pay, 
The more Reſpect, more readily obey. | 
Pray, that kind Heav'n would on their Hearts 
diſpenſe 
A bounteous and abundant Ignorance, 
That they may never {werve, nor turn awry 
From ſound and orthodox Stupidity. 
But theſe are obvious things, eaſy to know, 
Common to every Monk, as well as you: 
Greater Affairs, and more important, wait 
To be diſcuſs'd, and call for our Debate : 
Matters, that Depth require, and well befit 
Th” Addreſs, and Conduct of a Jeſuit. 
How Kingdoms are embroil'd, what ſhakes a 
Throne, 1 
How the firſt Seeds of Diſcontent are ſown , 
To ſpring up in Rebellion; how are ſet. 
The ſecret Snares, that circumvent a State: 

How bubbled Monarchs are at firſt beguil'd, 
Trepann'd, and gull'd, at laſt depos'd, and kill'd. 
When ſome proud Prince, a Rebel to our Head, 

For diſbelieving Holy Church's Creed, 
And Peter-Pence, is Heretick decreed ; 
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And by a ſolemn and unqueſtion'd Pow'r 

To Death and Hell, and You, deliver'd o'er : 

Chuſe firſt ſome dext'rous Rogue, well try'd and 
known 0 

(Such by Confeſſion your Familiar's grown) 

Let him by Art and Nature fitted be 

For any great, and gallant Villainy, 

Practis'd in every Sin, each kind of Vice, 

Which deepeſt Caſuiſts in their Searches miſs, 

Watchful as Jealouſy, wary as Fear, 1 

Fiercer than Luſt, and bolder than Deſpair, 

But cloſe, as plotting Fiends in Council are. 

To him in firmeſt Oaths of Silence bound, 

The Worth, and Merit of the Deed propound : 

Tell of whole Reams of Pardons, new come o'er, 

Indies of Gold, and Bleſſings, endleſs Store: 

Choice of Preferments, if he overcome, 


And if he fail, undoubted Martyrdom : 


And Bills for Sums in Heaven, to be drawn 
On Factors there, and at firſt fight paid down. 
With Arts and Promiſes like theſe allure, 
And make him to your great Deſign ſecure. 
And here to know the ſundry Ways to kill, 
Is worth the Genius of a Machiawvel : | 
Dull Northern Brains, in theſe deep arts unbred, 
Know nought but to cut throats, or knock o'th' Head, 
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x No Slight of Murder of the ſubtleſt Shape, 
| Your buſy Search, and Obſervation ſcape: 
Legerdemain of Killing, that dives in, 
And Juggling ſteals away a Life unſeen : 
How gaudy Fate may be in Preſents ſent, 
And creep inſenfibly by Touch or Scent : 
How Ribbons, Gloves, or Saddle-Pommel may 
An unperceiv'd, but certain Death convey ; 
Above the Reach of Antidotes, above the Pow'r 
Of the fam'd Pontick-Mountebank to cure. 
Whate'er is known to quaint Italian Spite, 
In ſtudied Pois'ning ſkilPd, and exquiſite : 
Whate'er great Borgia, or his Sire could boaſt, 
Which the Expence of half the Conclave colt. 
Thus may the Buſineſs he in Secret done, 
| Nor Authors, nor the Acceſſaries known, 
4 And the flurr'd Guilt with Eaſe on others thrown. . 
But if ill Fortune ſhould your Plot betray, 
And leave you to the Rage of Foes a Prey ; 
Let none his Crime by weak Confeſſion own, 
Nor ſhame the Church, while he'd himſelf atone. 
Let varniſh'd Guile, and feign'd Hypocriſies, 
Pretended Holineſs, and uſeful Lies, 
Your well-diſſembled Villany diſguiſe. 
A thouſand wily Turns, and Doubles try, 
To foil the Scent, and to divert the Cry ; 
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Cog, ds outface, deny, equivocate, 

Into a thouſand Shapes yourſelves tranſlate: 
Remember what the crafty Spartan taught, 
Children with Rattles, Men with Oaths are caught: 2 
Forſwear upon the Rack, and if you fall, 

Let this great Comfort make amends for all, 


Thoſe whom they damn for Rogues, next Age 


ſhall ſee 
Made Advocates 1'th* Churches Litany. 
Whoever with bold Tongue or Pen ſhall dare 
Againſt your Arts and Practices declare 
What Fool ſhall e'er preſumptuouſly oppoſe, 
Your holy Cheats and godly Frauds diſcloſe ; 
Pronounce him Heretick, Fire-brand of Hell, 
Turk, Few, Fiend, Miſcreant, Pagan, Infidel; 
A thouſand blacker Names, worſe Calumnies, 
All Wit can think, and pregnant Spite deviſe : 
Strike home, gaſh deep, no Lies nor Slanders ſpare, 
A Wound, tho? cur'd, yet leaves behind a Scar. 


Thoſe, whom your Wit and Reaſon can't decry, 


Make ſcandalous with Loads of Infamy : 

Make Luther Monſter, by a Fiend begot, 

Brought forth with Wings, and Tail, and cloven Foot: 
Make Whoredom, Inceſt, worſt of Vice, and Shame, 
Pollute and foul his Manners, Life, and Name. 
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Tell how ſtrange Storms uſher'd his fatal End, 

And Hell's black Troops did for his Soul contend. 
Much more I had to ſay ; but now grow faint, : 

And Strength and Spirits for the Subject want: 

Be theſe great Myſteries, I here unfold, 

Amongſt your Order's-Inſtitutes enroll'd: 

Preſerve them ſacred, cloſe and unreveald ; 

As ancient Rome her Sybil's Books conceal'd. 

Let no bold Heretick with ſaucy Eye 

Into the hidden unſeen Archives pry ; 

Leſt the malicious flouting Raſcals turn 

Our Church to Laughter, Raillery, and Scorn, 

Let never Rack, or Torture, Pain, or Fear, 

From your firm breaſts th'important Secrets tear. 

If any treacherous Brother of your own 

Shall to the World divulge, and make them 

known, | 

Let him by worſt of Deaths his Guilt atone. 

Should but his Thoughts, or Dreams ſuſpected be 

Let him for Safety, and Prevention die, 

And learn Yth* Grave the Art of Secrecy. 
But one thing more, and then with Joy I go, 
Nor urge a longer Stay of Fate below : 

Give me again once more your plighted Faith, 
And let each ſeal it with his dying Breath: 
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As the great Carthaginian * heretofore 
The bloody reeking Altar touch'd, and ſwore, 
Eternal Enmity to the Roman Pow'r : 
Swear you (and let the Fates confirm the ſame) | 
An endleſs Hatred to the Lathran Name: 
Vow never to admit, or League, or Peace, 
Or Truce, or Commerce with the curſed Race: 
Now, thro? all Age, when Time, or Place ſoe'er 
Shall give you Pow'r, wage an immortal War: 
Like Theban Feuds, let yours yourſelves ſurvive, 
And in your very Duſt and Aſhes live, 
Like mine, be your laſt Gaſp, Their Curſe, —4t this 
They kneel, and all the ſacred Volume kiſs; , 
Voaving to ſend each Year an Hecatomb 
= Of Huguenots, an Of ring to his Tomb. 

3 | In vain he would continue ;— Abrupt Death 
A Period puts, and ſtops his impious Breath : 
In broken accents he is ſcarce allow'd 
To faulter out his Bleſſing on the Crowd. 
Amen is eccho'd by Infernal Howl, 
And ſcrambling Spirits ſeize his parting Soul. 


* Hannibal. 
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St. I6naTIus's Image brought in, diſcovering the 
Rogueries of the JESUITs, and ridiculous Super- 
ftition of the Church of Roms. 


Once I was common Wood, a ſhapeleſs Log, 
Thrown out, a piſſing-poſt, for ev'ry Dog: 

The Workman yet in doubt what Courſe to take, 
Whether I'd beſt a Saint, or Hog-trough make, 
After Debate, reſolv'd me for a Saint, 

And thus fam'd Loyola I repreſent :_ 

And well I may reſemble him, for He 

As flupid was, as much a Block as Me. 

My right Leg maim'd, at Halt I ſeem to ſtand, 
To tell the Wounds at Pampelonne ſuſtain'd. 

My Sword, and Soldier's Armour here had been, 
But they may in Monferrat's Church be ſeen : 4 
Thoſe to the 4ls/ed Virgin I laid down, B 
For Caſſock, Surſingle, and ſhaven Crown, * . 
The ſpiritual Garb, in which I now am ſhown. | 
With due Accoutrements and fit Diſguiſe, 
I might for Centinel of Corn ſuffice ; 
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As once the well-hung God of old ſtood Guard, 
And the invading Crows from Forage ſcar'd. 
Now on my Head the Birds their Relicks leave, 
And Spiders in my Mouth their Arras weave : 
Nay, perſecuted Rats oft find in me, 

A Refuge, and religious Sanctuary. 

But you profaner Hereticks, whoc'er 

The Inqui/ition, and its Vengeance fear, 

I charge, ſtand off, at Peril come not near: 


None at twelve Score untruſs, break Wind, or puſs; 


He enters Foxes Liſts, that dare tranſgreſs: 

For I'm by holy Church in Rev'rence had, 

And all good Cath'lick Folk implore my Aid. 
Theſe Pictures, which you ſee, my Story give, 

The Acts, and Monuments of me alive: 

That Frame, wherein with Pilgrim Weeds I ſtand, 

Contains my Travels to the Holy Land. 

This me, and my Decemvirate at Rome, 

When I for Grant of my great Order come. 

There with Devotion wrapt, I hang in air, 

With Dove (like Mab'met's) whiſp'ring in my Ear, 


Here Virgin in Calaſh of Clouds deſcends, 


To be my Safeguard from aſſaulting Fiends, 
\ Thoſe Tables by, and Crutches of the Lame, 


My great Atchievements ſince my Death proclaim: 


* Priapus, 
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Pox, Ague, Dropſy, Palſy, Stone, and Gout, 
Legions of Maladies by me caſt out, 

More than the College know, or ever fill 
Quacks Wiping-Paper, and the Weekly Bill. 
What Peter's Shadow did of old, the ſame 

Is fancied done, by my all-powerful Name : 


For which ſome wear it round their Necks and Arms, 


'To guard from Dangers, Sickneſſes, and Harms; 
And ſome on Wombs, the Barren, to relieve, 
A Miracle, I better did alive. 
Oft I, by crafty Jeſuit, am taught 
Wonders to do, and many al juggling Feat, 
Sometimes with Chafing-diſh behind me put, 
I ſweat like Clap-Debauch in Hot-Houſe ſhut, 
And drip like any Spitch-cock'd Huguenot : 
Sometimes by ſecret Springs I learn to ſtir, | 
As Paſteboard Saints dance by mirac'lous Wire: 
Then I, Trad:/cant's Rarities out-do, 
 Sand's Water-works, and German Clock-work too, 
Or any choice Device at BarthoP meav. 
Sometimes I utter Oracles, by Prieſt 
Inſtead of a Familiar poſſeſt. 
The Church 1 vindicate, Luther confute, 
And cauſe Amazement in the gaping Rout. 
Such holy Cheats, ſuch Hocus Tricks as theſe, 
For Miracles amongſt the Rabble paſs, 


9 F ²˙ tha as 2a Ki" WEEE 
A ä J AAA s 1 ? 
R F.. ̃ AEE Ss Ne Ws F-.90 BRETEE : 

oY . * 9 = - K pe ” 


E 


* 8 9 
ä 
9 ile TE 


a * N „ ͤN!'ʃ , ²˙⁵u!.... . Re 
* Rn 88 ö 3 y ; * r 2 ee 
a " on” * * 8 * n N ea e 
R 9 ES þ n n ES 8 EN OE Le Eo Den 
A ee * . Et At BE * * 2 989 SES as * 2 
A 2 * e * 8 


89 
_* 


4 4 4 * 2 2 Senn * 
- ” * . * * r Gas CIP 8888 . * A n 8 2 
GW „%%%;ͤ; . %⅛ KK. 14 
. TY MY En A 3 R RE N q 
2 2 rr in Hou Eo a ES. *. 8 4 4 n 
2 ö 74 N PF > IPs R 2 


c Goda ee on ae rt eh 
, e 1 on "REM * * 10 * hs 9 N . ds 9 1 2 
a n . 3 G ö n . FUSE Hy oa 7 * 
. OPT _ * i W * . n . K K 
* 2 e YE RT er, 5 33 ao 2 N r 8 „ * — : . 
1 Rs GS, . WY r „ 


n V6 


By this, in their Eſteem I daily grow, 

In Wealth enrich'd, increas'd in Vot'ries too, 
This draws each Year vaſt Numbers to my Tomb, 
More than in Pilgrimage to Mecca come. 

This brings each Week new Preſents to my Shrine, 
And makes it thoſe of India Goods outſhine. 
This gives a Chalice, that a golden Croſs, 
Another maſſy Candleſticks beſtows, 

Some Altar-Cloaths of coſtly Work and Price, 
Pluſh, Tiſſue, Ermin, Silks of nobleſt Dies, 
The Birth and Paſſion in Embroideries: 

Some Jewels, rich as thoſe th' Egyptian Punk * 
In Jellies to her Reman Stallion drunk, 

Some offer gorgeous Robes, which ſerve to wear 
When I on holy Days in State appear ; 

When Im in Pomp on high Proceſſions ſhown, 
Like Pageants of Lord May'r, or Skimmington. 
Lucullus could not ſuch a Wardrobe boaſt, | 
Leſs, thoſe of Popes, at their Election coſt ; 

Leſs thoſe, which Sicily's Tyrant + heretofore 
From 1 8 and Zove's own Shoulders tore. 


5 Cleopatra to Fulius Cæſar. 

Dionyſius of Sracuſe: He robb'd Jove of a golden, 
Robe; faying, it was too heavy, and chang'd it for one 
of Wool ;—he alſo robb'd Æſculapius of his golden 
Beard, ſaying, a Beard was out of Character, as his 
Father Apollo was beardleſs. 
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Hither, as to ſome Fair, the Rabble come, 
To barter for the Merchandize of Nome; 
Where Prieſts, like Mountebanks, on Stage appear, 
T' expoſe the Fripp'ry of their hallow'd Ware: 
This is the Lab'ratory of their Trade, 


The Shop where all their ſtaple Drugs are made 


Preſcriptions and Receipts to bring in Gain, 


All from the Church Diſpenſatories ta'en. 


The Pope's Elixir, Holy Water's here, 
Which they with Chymick Art diſtill'd prepare: 


Choice, above Goddard's Drops, and all the Traſh 


Of modern Quacks ; this is that ſovereign Waſh 
For fetching Spots and Morphew from the Face, 
And ſcouring dirty Cloaths and Conſciences. 
One Drop of this, if us'd, had Pow'r to fray 
The Legion from the Hogs of Gadara : 


This would have filenc'd quite the Viliſbire-Drum, 


And made the prating Fiend of Maſcon dumb. 
That Veſſel conſecrated Oil contains, 

Kept ſacred, as the fam'd Ampoulle of France; 
Which ſome profaner Hereticts would uſe 

For liquoring Wheels of Jacks, or Boots, and Shoes: 
This makes the Chriſm, which mix'd with Snot of 
Prieſts, | | 
Anoints young Cath'licks for the Church's Liſts ; 
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And when they're croſt, confeſs'd, and die, by this, 

Their launching Souls ſlide off to endleſs Bliſs : 

As Lapland Saints, when they on Broomſticks fly, 

By Help of Magick-Unctions mount the Sky. 
Yon Altar-Pix of Gold 1s the Abode, 

And ſafe Repoſitory of their God. 

A Croſs is fix'd upon't the Fiends to fright, 

And flies which would the Deity beſlute ; 

And Mice, which oft might unprepar'd receive, 

And to lewd Scoffers Cauſe of Scandal give. 
Here are perform'd the Conjurings and Spells, 

For Chriſt'ning Saints, and Hawks, and Carriers 

Bells; 


For hall'wing Shreds, and Grains, and Salts, and 
Bawms, 

Shrines, Croſſes, Medals, Shells, and waxen Lambs: 

Of wond'rous Virtue all (you muſt believe) 

And from all Sorts of IIl, Preſervative; 

From Plague, Infection, Thunder, Storm, and Hail, 

Love, Grief, Want, Debt, Sin, and the Devil and all, 

Here Beads are bleſt, and Pater-naſters fram d, 

(By ſome the Tallies of Devotion nam'd) 

Which of their Prayers and Oraiſons keep tale, 

Leſt they and Heav'n ſhould in the Reck'ning fail. 

Here ſacred Lights, the Altar's graceful Pride, 

Are by Prieſts Breath perfum'd and ſanctified; 

F 2 


3 


1 
% 
- I 
1 
+ 
r 
12 
* 
+7» $38 
4} 48 
FRY. 
1-8 
3.36 
_— 
- \ 
Fi 
- » 
; 
4 
19 
1 
1 
* i 
14 
i 
£ - 
- i 
* 1 
. 
1 * 
* 4 id 
LE 
96: __ EN 
1 
N. 5 
U *. 
1 7 
7 
0 4 
1 * 
14 
_ 58 
; * 
_ ©*%. mi 
198 
2 
7; 
„ 
+ 38 
4.0 4 
148 * 
* 4 
. 
1 9 
„ * 1% 
+ ou 
3 
© 
5 
, EF. 
3 
be 
+] . 
8 
1 
„ 
4 "i 
# 'F 
— 
38 
= 
» q C 4 
- 208 
. a 
£0 
5 
7 
© > 
BE 
13 LN 
p 1 
"$i f 
N iz 7 
KY 
. 8 
* 2 
EY 1 
q = * 
* 
1 
&% 
[ x > 1 
- ERS 
* | N 
ks 
= 
BA 4 
* 
UN 
+73 
"> + 
» 
4 4 
+ 7! 
x : 
i & ' 
EG 
4 
r 
9 4 1 * 
4 
1 J 
. 14 
1 
4 2 1 5 
n 
"78 
is 2 
8 5 
» 1 
A =. 4 
om : 
Zool N 
1 
5 T 
4:3 
* 
of 72 
; ; 
7 7 
"| 
J 
. 5 
"$2 
© 
_ 
k * 
* 
Fr 
= 
' 
\ * 
7 
; 
1 
N 4 1 
111 
r 
1 
3 4 
ms 
Tis 
\ 


„ „n 


Some made of Wax, of Her'ticks Tallow ſome, 
A Gift, which 1r:/ Emma ſent to Rome. 

For which great Merit worthily (we're told) 
She's now amongſt her Country-Saints enroll'd. 
Here holy Banners are reſerv'd in Store, | 


And Flags, ſuch as the fam'd Armada bore: 


With hallew'd Swords, and Daggers kept for Uſe, 


When reſty Kings the Papal-Yoke refuſe ; 


And conſecrated Rats-bane, to be laid 

For Her'tick Vermin, which the Church invade. 
But that which brings in moſt of Wealth and 

Gain, 

Does beſt the Prieſts ſwoln Tripes, and. Purſes ſtrain; 

Here they each Week their conſtant Auctions hold 

Of Reliques, which by Candle's Inch are ſold : 

Saints by the Dozen here are ſet to Sale, 

Like Mortals wrought in Gingerbread on Stall. 

Hither are Loads from empty Channels brought, 


And Voiders of the Worms from Sextons bought; 


Which ſerve for Retail through the World to vent, 
Such as of late were to the Sawoy ſent : - 
Hair from the Skulls of dying Strumpets ſhorn, 
And Felons Bones from rifled Gibbets torn ; 

Like thoſe which ſome old Hag at Midnight ſteals, 
For. Witchcrafts, Amulets, and Charms, and Spells, 


"> © 


Are paſt for Sacred to the cheap'ning Rout ; 
And worn on Fingers, Breaſts, and Ears about. 
'This boaſts a Scrap of me, and that a Bit 
Of good St. George, St. Patrick, or St. Kit. 
Theſe Locks St. Bridget's were, and thoſeSt.Clare's ; 
Some for St. Catherine's go, and ſome for Her's 
That wip'd her Saviour's Feet waſh'd with her 
Tears. 6 | 
Here you may ſee my wounded Leg, and here, 
Thoſe which to China bore the great Aavier. 
Here may you the grand Traitor's Halter ſee, 
Some call't the Arms of the Society: 
Here 1s his Lanthorn too, but Faux's not, 
That was embezzled by the Huguenot. 
Here Garnet's Straws, and Becke?'s Bones, and Hair, 
For murd”'ring whom, ſome Tails are ſaid to wear; 
As learned Capgrave does record their Fate, 
And faithful Britiſb Hiſtories relate. | 
Thoſe are St. Lawrence's Coals expos'd to View, 
Strangely preſerv'd, and kept alive till now. 
That's the fam'd Wildefortis wondrous Beard, 
For which, her Maidenhead, the Tyrant ſpar'd, 
Yon is the Bapti/t*s Coat, and one of's Heads, 
The reſt are ſhewn in many a Place beſides ; 
And of his Teeth, as many Sets there are, 
As on their Belts ſix Operators wear. 
MED e 
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Here bleſſed Mary's Milk, not yet turn'd ſour, 
Renown'd (like Aſſes) for its healing Power, 
Ten Holland Kine ſcarce in a Vear give more. 
Here is her Manteau, and a Smock of hers, 
Fellow to that * which once reliev'd Poicbiers. 
Beſides her Huſband's Utenſils of trade, 
Wherewith ſome prove that Images were made, 
Here is the Soldier's-Spear, and Paſſion-Nails, 
Whoſe Quantity would ſerve for building Paul's: 
Chips, ſome from Holy Croſs, from Tybxrn ſome, 
Honour'd by many a Jeſuit's Martyrdom : 
All held of ſpecial, and mirac'lous Pow'r, 

Not Tabor more approv'd for Ague's Cure : 

Here Shoes, which once perhaps at Newgate hung, 
Angled their Charity that paſs'd along, 

No for St. Peter's go, and th' Office bear 

For Priefts, they did for leſſer Villains There. 
Theſe are the Fathers Implements and Tools, 
Their gaudy Trangums for inveigling Fools: 
Theſe ſerve for Baits the ſimple to enſnare, 

Like Children ſpirited with Toys at Fair, 

Nor are they half the Artifices yet, 

By which the Vulgar they delude and cheat ; 


* Orlean Maid, 
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Which ſhould I undertake much eaſier I, 
Much ſooner might compute what Sins there be 
Wip'd off, and pardon'd at a Jubilee. 

What Bribes enrich the Datary each Year, 

Or Vices treated on by E/cobar : | 
How many Whores in Rome profeſs the Trade, 
Or greater Numbers by Confeſſion made. 

One undertakes by Scale of Miles to tell 
The Bounds, Dimenſions, and Extent of Hell ; 
How far and wide th' Infernal Monarch reigns, 
How many German Leagues his Realm contains : 
Who are his Minifters, pretends to know, 

And all their ſeveral Offices below : 

How many Chaldrons he each Year expends 

In Coals for roaſting Huguenots and Fiends : 
And with as much Exactneſs ſtates the Caſe, 
As if head been Surveyor of the Place. | 

Another frights the Rout with rueful Stories, 
Of wild Chimeras, Limbo's Purgatories, 

And bloated Souls in ſmoaky Durance hung, 


Like a Veſtphalia Gammon, or Neats Tongue, & 


To be redeem'd with Maſſes and a Song. 

A good round Sum muſt the Deliv'rance buy, 
For none may there ſwear out on Poverty. 
Your rich and bounteous Shades are only eas'd, 


No Fleet or King's-Bench Ghoſts are thence releas'd. 
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A third, the wicked and debauch'd to , 
Cries up the Virtue of Indulgences, 

And all the Rates of Vices does aſſeſs ; 
What Price they in the holy Chamber bear, 
And Cuſtoms for each Sin imported there; 
How you at beſt Advantages may buy 
Patents for Sacrilege aud Simony. 

What Tax is in the Leach'ry Office laid 
On Panders, Bawds, and Whores, that ply theTrade: "7 
What coſts a Rape, or Inceſt, and how cheap 

You may an Harlot, or an Ingle * keep; 

How eaſy Murder may afforded be 

For one, two, three, or a whole Family ; 

But not of Her'ticks; there no Pardon lacks, 

'Tis one o'th' Church's meritorious Acts. 

For venial Trifles, leſs and lighter Faults, | 
They ne'er deſerve the Trouble of your Thoughts. 
Ten Ave Maries mumbled to the Croſs, ES: b 
Clear Scores of twice Ten thouſand ſuch as thoſe : 
Some are at Sound of Chriſten'd Bell forgiven, 
And ſome by Squirt of Holy Water driven : 
Others by Anthems plaid, are charm'd away, 
As Men cure Bites of the Tarantula. 

But nothing with the Crowd does more enhance 
The Value of theſe holy Charlatans, 


* A Sodomite, 
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Than when the Wonders of the Maſs they view, 
Where ſpiritual jogglers their chief Maſt'ry ſnew: 
Hey Fingo, Sirs What's this? 'tis Bread 2 ſee; 3 
Pereſte be gone ! *tis now a DeiTY. 
Two Grains of Dough, with Croſs, and 437 of 
. 
And five ſmall Words pronounc'd, make up their 
Chriſt, ox 

To this they all fall down, this all adore, 
And ſtrait devour what they ador'd before 
| Down goes the tiny Saviour at a Bit, 
To be digeſted, and at length beſhit : 
From Altar to Cloſe-Stool, or Jakes preferr'd, 
HFirſt Wafer, then a God, and then a Turd. 

Tis this that does the aſtoniſn'd Rout amuſe, 
And Reverence to ſhaven Crown infuſe : 

To ſee a filly, ſinful, mortal Wight 

His Maker make; Create the Infinite. 

None boggles at th' Impoſlibility ; 

Alas, *tis wond'rous heavenly Myttery ! 

None dares the mighty God-maker blaſpheme, 
Nor his moſt open Crimes and Vices blame: | © 
Saw he thoſe Hands that held his God before, ® 
Strait grope himſelf, and by and by a Whore, _ * 
Should they his aged Father kill, or worſe, 2 
His Siſters, Daughters, Wife, himſelf too force, 9 
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How haunted Virgins have been diſpoſſeſt, 


What Fathers act with Novices alone, 
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And here I might (if I but durſt) reveal 
What Pranks are play'd in the Confeſſional: 


And Devils were caſt out to let in Prieſt : 


And what to Punks in ſhriving Seats is done ; 
Who thither flock to Ghoſtly Confeſſor, 

To clear old Debts, and tick with Heav'n for more. 
Oft have I ſeen theſe hallow'd Altars ſtain'd 


With Rapes, thoſe Pews with Buggeries profan'd: 


Not great Cellier *, nor any greater Bawd, 


Of Note, and long Experience in*the Trade, 


Has more, and fouler Scenes of Luſt ſurvey'd. 
But I theſe dangerous Truths forbear to tell, 
For fear I ſhould the Inquiſition feel. 
Should I tell all their countleſs Knaveries, 

Their Cheats, their Shams, and Forgeries, and Lies, 
Their Cringings, Croſſings, Cenſings, Sprinklings, 
Chriſms, . N 

Their Conjurings, their Spells, and Exorciſms; 
Their Motley Habits, Maniples, and Stoles, 
Albs, Am'ſſes, Rochets, Chimers, Hoods, and Cowls, 


* Tried for High Treaſon, and acquitted in 16803 
but afterwards ſhe was ſentenced to a Fine of 10001. and 


to ſtand three Times in the Pillory for a Libel, called 
Malice Defeated. 
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Should I tell all their ſeveral Services, 

Their Trentals, Maſles, Dirges, Roſaries 

Their ſolemn Pomps, their Pageants, and Parades, 

Their holy Maſks, and ſpiritual Cavalcades, 

With thouſand Antick Tricks, and Gambols more, 

*Twould ſwell the Sum to ſuch a mighty Score, 

That I at length ſhould more volum'nous grow, 

Than Crab or Surius, lying Fox or Stow. 
Believe whate'er I have related here, 

As true as if *twere ſpoke from Porph'ry Chair, 


If I have feign'd in aught, or broach'd a Lie, 


Let worſt of Fates attend me, let me be 
Piſt on by Porter, Groom, and Oyſter-Whore, 


Or find my Grave in Jakes, and Common-ſhore : 


Or make next Bonfire for the Powwder- Plot, 

The Sport of every ſneering Huguenot. | 
There, like a martyr'd Pope, in Flames expire, 
And no kind Catholick dare quench the Fire. 
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Now Curſes on you All! ye virtuous Fools, 


And thoſe more filly Proſelytes, whom his fond 


Aude aliguid brevibus Gyaris, & carcere dignum, 
Si vis ee aliquis.: JuvkEN. Sat, 


Who think to fetter free- born Souls, 

And tie 'em up to dull Morality, and Rules, 
The Stagyrite F be damn'd, and all the Crew - 
Of learned Ideots, who his Steps purſue ! 


Precepts drew. | 
Oh: ! had his Ethicks been with their wild author 
_ drown'd, 
Or a like Fate with thoſe loſt Writings found, 
Which that grand Plagiary doom'd to Fire, 


| wu made by unjuſt Flames oe: 


* This Ode is b called a Satire againſt Vir- 
tue, though the Author never meant to flatter Vice, but 


to tr aduce 1 it, by thus attacking it in 1 Maſquerade. 
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They ne'er had then ſeduc'd Morality, 
Ne'er laſted to debauch the World with their lewd 

Pedantry, 

But damn'd and more (if Hell can 4%) be that 
thrice curſed Name, 

Whoe'er the Rudiments of Law deſign'd, 
Whoe'er did the firſt Model of Religion frame, 

And by that double Vaſſalage enthrall'd Mankind, 

By novght before, but their own POW or Will 

confin'd: 
Now quite abridg'd of all their primitive EIT 
And Slaves to each capricious Monarch's Tyranny. 
More happy Brutes! who the great Rule of Senſe 
obſerve, 

And ne'er from their firſt Charter ſwerve. 

Happy! whoſe Lives are merely to enjoy, 

And feel no Stings of sin, which may their Bliſs 
annoy. 

Still unconcern'd at Epithets of Il, or Good. 
Diſtinctions unadult'rate Nature never underſtood. 


Hence hated Virtus from our goodly Iſle, 
No more our Joys beguile ; 


No more with thy loath'd Preſence plague our happy 


State, 


Thou Enemy to all that's br, or gay, or brave, 


or great; 


— — gas 3 


. — 


. — —— — * — 8 * 
= ih ” > ESE RL =. 5 8 — 
— EY Y " ET; PSS: 


— eas ue 


o. 
* 4 4 - 


: — he < 


78 O D E, 


Be gone, with all thy pious meagre Train, 
To ſome unfruitful, unfrequented Land, 
And there an Empire gain, 
And there extend thy rigorous Command. 
There, where illib'ral Nature's Niggardice 
Has ſet a Tax on Vice, 
Where the lean barren Region does enhance 
The Worth of dear Intemperance, 
And for each pleaſurable Sin exacts Exciſe. 
We (thanks to Fate) more cheaply can offend, 
And want no tempting Luxuries, 
No good convenient ſinning Opportunities, 
Which Nature's Bounty could beſtow, or Heaven's 
Kindneſs lend. 
Go, follow that nice Goddeſs to the os. 
| Who heretofore diſguſted at increaſing Vice, 
Diſlik'd the World, and thought it too profane, 
And timely hence retir'd, and kindly ne'er return'd 
again, | 
Hence, to thoſe airy Manſions rove, 
Converſe with Saints, and holy Folks above; 
Thoſe may thy Preſence woo, 
| Whoſe lazy Eaſe affords them nothing elſe to do; 
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Where haughty ſcornful I, 
And my great Friends will ne' er vouchſafe Thee 
Company, 
Thou'rt now an hard, impratlicable Good, 
Too difficult for Fleſh and Blood : 
Were ] all Soul like them, prays Pe ler to 
— thee. 


Virtue ! thou ſolemn grave Impertinence, 
Abhorr'd by all the Men of Wit and Senſe, 
Thou damn'd Fatigue! that clog'ſt Life's Journey 
here, | 
Tho? thou no Weight of Wealth or Profit bear; 

Thou puling, fond, Green-fickneſs of the Mind ! 

F Thou mak'ſt us prove to our own ſelves unkind, 

= Whereby we Coals, and Dirt for Diet chuſe, 

And Pleaſure's better Food, refuſe. 

Curſt Jilt} thou lead'ſt deluded Mortals on, 
Till they too late perceive themſelves undone, 
Chous'd by a Dowry in Reverſion. | 

The greateſt Votary, thou e' er could'ſt boaſt, 

- (Pity ſo brave a Soul was on thy Service loſt ; 

What Wonders He in Wickedneſs had done, 
Whom thy weak Pow'r could ſo inſpire alone!) 

Tho? long with fond Amours he courted thee, 
Yet dying did recant his vain Idolatry 
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At length, tho' late, he did repent with Shame, 
Forc'd to confeſs thee * but an empty 
Name. 


So was that Lecher“ gull'd, whoſe 3 Love 


Deſign'd a Rape on the Queen Regent + of the 


. Gods above: = 
When he a Goddeſs thought he had in Chace 


He found a gaudy Vapour in the Place, 
And with thin Air, n his ſtarv'd 
Embrace, 8 
Idly he ſpent his Vigour, ſpent his Blood, 
And tir'd himſelf t'oblige an unperforming Cloud, 


If Human Kind to thee e'er worſhip paid; 
. They were by Ignorance miſled, 
That, only Them devout, and Thee a Goddeſs 
made, 


| Known haply in the World's rude untaught 
Infancy, 


| Before it had out- grown its Childim Innocence, 


Before it had arriv'd at Senſe, 


Or reach'd the Manhood, and Diſcretion of 
Debauchery; 


Ixion. F Juno. 
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Known in thoſe ancient godly duller Times, 
When crafty Pagans had engroſs'd all Crimes: 
When Chriſtian Fools were obſtinately good, 
Nor yet their Goſpel-Freedom underſtood, 
Tame eaſy Fops ! who could ſo prodigally bleed, 
To be thought Saints, and dye a Calendar with 
= red: 
No prudent Heathen e'er ſeduc'd could be, 
a To ſuffer Martyrdom for Thee: | 
Only that arrant Als whom the falſe Oracle call 
wiſe, 
(No Wonder if the Devil utter'd Lies) 
That ſniv'ling Puritan, who, ſpite of all the Mode, 
Would be unfaſhionably good, 
And exercis'd his whining Gifts to rail at Vice: 
Him all the Wits of Auhens damn'd, 
And juſtly with Lampoons defam'd : 
But when the mad Fanatick could not filenc'd be 
From broaching dang'rous Divinity; 
The wiſe Republick made him for Prevention die, 
And ſent him tothe Gods, and better Company. 


Let fumbling Age be grave and wiſe, 
And Virtue's poor contemn'd Idea prize, 


* Socrates, 
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Who never knew, or now are paſt the Sweets cf 
Vice; | 
While we whoſe a@ive Pulſes beat 
With luſty Youth, and vigorous Heat, 
Can all their Beards, and Morals too deſpite, 
While my plump Veins are fill'd with Luſt 
and Blood, Ts 
Let not one Thought of her intrude, 
Or dare approach my Breaſt, 
But know 'tis all poſſeſt 
By a more welcome Gueſt ; 
And know, I have not yet the Leiſure to be good. 


| If ever unkind Deſtiny 2 
| Shall force long Life on me; ET 
| If e'er I muſt the Curſe of Dotage bear; 

Perhaps I'll dedicate thoſe Dregs of Time to her, 


And come with Crutches her moſt humbleVotary. 
When ſprightly Vice retreats from hence, 
i And quits the Ruins of decaying Senſe; 
| She'll ſerve to uſher in a fair Pretence, 
And varniſh with her Name a well-diſſembled 
Impotence, 


When Phthiſick, Rheums, Catarrhs, ak Palics 
ſeize, 


And all the Bill of Maladies, 
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Which Heaven to puniſh over- living Mortals ſends ; 


Then let her enter with the numerous Infirmities, 
Herſelf the greateſt Plague, which Wrinkles and 
grey Hairs attends. 
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Tell me, ye venerable Sots, who court her moſt, 
What ſmall Advantage can ſhe boaſt, 
Which her great Rival hath not in a Duster Store 
ingroſt? | 
Her boaſted Calm, and Peace of Mind, 
In Wine and Company we better find, 

Find it with Pleaſure too combin'd. 

In mighty Wine, where we our Senſes ſteep, 

And lull our Cares, and Conſciences aſleep. 

But why do | that wild Chimera name? 

Conſcience, that giddy airy Dream, 

Which does from Brain-ſick Heads, or il digetiing | 
Stomachs ſteam, _ 

Conſcience ! the vain fantaſtick Fear 

Of Puniſhments, we know not when, nor where, 

Project of crafty Stateſmen ! to ſupport weak Law, 
Whereby they ſlaviſh Spirits awe, | 
And daſtard Souls to forc'd Obedience draw. 

Grand Wheedle! which our Gown'd Impoſtors uſe, 

The poor unthinking Rabble to abuſe, 
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Scare- crow! to fright from the forbidden fruit of 


Vice, 
Their own beloved Paradiſe : 
Let thoſe vile Canters Wickedneſs decry, 
Whoſe mercenary Tongues take pay 
For what they 571 ; 
And yet commend in Practice what their Words 
| deny. | 
While we diſcerning Heads, who farther Pry, 
Their holy Cheats defy, 
And ſcorn their Frauds, and ſcorn their ſanctified 
Cajoulery. 


None but dull anbred Fools diſcredit Vice, 


Who act their Wickedneſs with an ill Grace; 
Such their Profeſſion ſcandalize, | 
And juſtly forfeit all that Praiſe ; 
All that Efteem, that Credit, and Applauſe, 
Which we by our wiſe Menage from a Sin can raiſe, 
A true and brave Franſgreſſor ought 
To fin with that ſame Height of Spirit, ger 
fought: 
Mean-ſould Offenders now no 8 gain, 
Only Debauches of the nobler Strain. 
Vic -e well-improv'd, yields Bliſs, and Fame beſide, 
And ſome for ſinning have been deify'd, 
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Thus the lewd Gods of old did move, 
By theſe brave Methods to the Seats above. 
 Ev'n Fove himſelf, the Sovereign Deity, 
Father and King of all the immortal Progeny, 
Aſcended to that high Degree ; 
By Crimes above the Reach of weak Mortality, 
He, Heav'n one large Seraglio made, 
Each Goddeſs turn'd a glorious Punk o'th' Trade; 
And all that ſacred Place 
Was fill'd with baſtard Gods of his own Race: 
Almighty Leach'ry got his firſt Repute, 
And everlaſting Whoring was his chiefeſt Attribute. 


How gallant was that Wretch “, whoſe happy Guilt 
A Fame upon the Ruins of a Temple built ! 
« Let Fools, ſaid He, Impiety alledge, 
« And urge the no great Fault of Sacrilege : 
« 'I ſet the ſacred Pile on Flame, 
And in its Aſhes write my laſting Name; 
« My Name, which thus ſhall be 
“ Deathleſs as its own Deity. 
* Thus the vain-glorious Carian Pll out-do, | 
And Egypt's proudeſt Monarchs too; 


Heroſtratus, he burnt the Temple of Diana at 
Epheſus, 
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4 Thoſe laviſh Prodigals, who idly did conſume 3 
„ Their Lives and Treaſures to erect a Tomb, 

« And only great by being buried would become: 
At cheaper Rates than They, I'll buy Renown, 


* And my loud Fame ſhall all their filent Glories 


„ drown.” | 
So ſpake the daring Hector, ſo did prophecy : : 
And ſo it prov'd: in vain did envious Spite | 
By fruitleſs Methods try 
To raze his well-built Fame and Memory 
Amongſt Poſterity : 
The Boutefeu can now I mmortal write, 
While the inglorious Founder 1s forgotten quite, 
Yet greater was that mighty Emperor *, 
(A greater Crime befitted his high Pow'r) 
Who ſacrificed a City to a Jeſt, 
And ſhew'd he knew the grand Intrigues of Humour 
- Hoſts 


He made all Rome a Bonfire to his Fame, 


And ſung, and play'd, and danc'd amidſt the 


Flame; 


Bravely begun! yet Pity there he ſtay'd, 


One Step to Glory more he ſhould have made: 


* Nero, 
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And made the People on that Fun'ral Pile expire, 


He ſhould have heav'd the noble Frolick higher, _ 


Or provident]y with their Blood put out the Fire. 
Had this been done, 
The utmoſt Pitch of Glory he had won: 
No greater Monument could be 
To conſecrate him to Eternity, | 
Nor ſhould there need another Herald of his Praiſe 
but Me. 


And thou, yet greater Faux“, the Glory of our Iſle, 
- Whom baffled Hell eſteems its chiefeſt Foil; 
*Twere Injury ſhould I omit thy Name, 
Whoſe Action merits all the Breath of Fame, 
Methinks I ſee the trembling Shades below 
Around in humble Reverence bow ; 
Doubtful they ſeem, whether to pay their Loyalty 
To their dread Monarch, or to Thee: 
No wonder He {grown jealous of thy fear'd Succeſs) 
Envy'd Mankind the Honour of thy Wickidneſs, 


And ſpoil'd that brave Intent, which muſt have 


made his Grandeur leſs. 
Howe'er regret not, mighty Ghoſt, 
Thy Plot by treach'rous Fortune croft, 
Nor think thy well deſerved Glory loſt. 


* Gunpowder-Plot Fax, 
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Thou the full Praiſe of Villainy ſhalt ſhare, 
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And all will judge thy +& compleat enough, when 
thou couldſt dare; 
So thy great Maſter * fear'd, whoſe high Diſdain 


Contemn'd that Heav'n where he could not reign, 


When he with bold Ambition ſtrove 
__ "Tuſurp the Throne above, 
And led againſt the Deity an armed Train, 
Tho? from his vaſt deſigns he fell, 
O'erpower'd by his Almighty Foe, 
Vet gain'd he Victory in his Overthrow : 
He gain'd ſufficient Triumph, that he durſt rebel, 
And *twas ſome Pleaſure t to be thought the firſt in 
Hell. 


Tell me, you great Triumvirate, what mall I do 
To be illuſtrious as you? 


Let your Examples move me with a gen'rous Fire, 


Let them into my daring Thoughts inſpire 


Somewhat compleatly wicked, ſome vaſt Giant- 


crime, 
Unknown, unheard, 3 of by all paſt and 
preſent Time. 


* Satan. 
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'Tis done, 'tis done; methinks I feel the pow'rful 
Charms, | 
And a new Heat of Sin my Spirit warms ; 


I travel with a glorious Miſchief, for whoſe Birth, 


My Soul's too narrow, and weak Fate too feeble to 
bring forth, 
Let the unpitied Vulgar tamely go, 


And ſtock for Company the wild Plantations down 


below : 


Such their vile Souls for viler Barter ſell, 


Scarce worth the damning, or their Room in Hell. 
We are his Grandees, and expect as much Prefer- 
ment there, | 

For our good Service, as on Earth we ſhare. 


In them Sin is but a mere Privative of Good, 


The Frailty and Defe& of Fleſh and Blood: 
In Us *tis a Perfection, who profeſs 


A ſtudied and elaborate Wickedneſs. 
We are the great Royal Scciety of Vice, 


Whoſe Talents are to make Diſcoveries, 


And advance Sin like other Arts and Sciences. 


'Tis I, the bold Columbus, only I, 
Who muſt new Worlds in Vice deſery, 


And fix the Pillars of unpaſſable Iniquity. 
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How ſneaking was the firſt Debauch that ſinn'd, 
Who for ſo ſmall a Crime fold Human Kind! 
How undeſerving that high Place, 
To be thought Parent * of our Sin, and Race, 
Who by low Guilt, our Nature doubly did debaſe ! 
Unworthy was he to be thought 
Father of the great firſt-born Cain, which he begot: 
The noble Cain, whoſe bold and gallant Act 
Proclaim'd him of more high Extract: 
Unworthy Me, 
And all the braver Part of his Poſterity. 
Had the juſt Fates deſign'd Me in his Read, 
I'ad done ſome great and unexampled Deed : 
A Deed, which ſhould decry 
The Stoick's dull Equality, 
And ſhew that Sin admits Tranſcendency : 
A Deed, wherein the Tempter ſhould not ſhare 
Above what Heaven could puniſh, and above what 
he could—dare. 


For greater Crimes than His I would have fell, 
And atted ſomewhat, which might merit more than 


Hell. 


* Adam, 


THE FOREGOING ODE, 
BY WAY OF 
V 


My Part is done, and you'll, J hope, excuſe 

Th' Extravagance of a Repenting Muſe, 

Pardon whate'er ſhe hath too boldly ſaid, 

She only acted here in Maſquerade. 

For theſe ſlight Arguments ſhe did produce, 

Were not to flatter Vice, but to traduce. 

So we Buffoons in princely Dreſs expoſe, 

Not to be gay, but more ridiculous, 

When ſhe an Hector for her Subject had, 

She thought ſhe muſt be termagant and mad : 

That made her ſpeak like a lewd Punk o'th* Town, 3 
Who by Converſe with Bullics wicked grown, { 
Has learn'd the Mode to cry all Virtue down. 

Put now the Vizard's off; ſhe changes Scene, 

And turns a modeſt civil Girl agen. 
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Our Poet has a diff' rent Taſte of Wit, 

Nor will to common Vogue himſelf ſubmit. 

Let ſome admire the Fops whoſe Talents lie 

In venting dull inſipid Blaſphemy: 

He ſwears he cannot with thoſe Terms diſpenſe, 

Nor will be damn'd for the Repute of Senſe. 

Wit's Name was never to Profaneneſs due, 

For then you ſee he could be witty too : 

He could lampoon the State, and libel Kings, 

But that he's loyal, and knows better things, 

Than Fame, whoſe guilty Birth from Treaſon 
ſprings. TE 

He likes not Wit which can't a Licence claim, 

To which the Author dares not ſet his Name. 

Wit ſhould be open, court each Reader's Eye, 

Nor lurk in fly unprinted Privacy. 

But crim'nal Writers, like dull Birds of Night, 

For Weakneſs, or for Shame, avoid the Light ; 

May ſuch a Jury for their Audience have, 

And from the Bench, not Pit, their Doom receive. 

May they the Tow'r for their due Merits ſhare, 

And a juſt Wreath of Hemp, not Laurel wear: 

He could be baudy too, and nick the Times, 

In what they dearly love, damn'd Placket-Rhimes, 

Such as our Nobles write 
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Whoſe nauſeous Poetry can reach no higher 
Than what the Codpiece, or its God inſpire. 

So lewd, they ſpend at Quill ; you'd juſtly think, 
They wrote with ſomething naſtier than Ink; 

But he ſtill thought, that little Wit, or none, 
Which a juſt Modeſty muſt never own, þ 
And a mere Reader with a Bluſh atone. { 


He muſt refign to each illit'rate Cit, 

And Prentices and Carmen challenge it. 
Ev'n they too can be ſmart, and witty there; 
For all Men on that Subject Poets are, 
Henceforth he vows, if evermore he find 
Himſelf to the baſe Itch of Verſe inclin'd ; 

If e'er he's given up ſo far to write, 
He never means to make his End Delight : 


If Ribaldry deſerv'd the Praiſe of Wit, | ; 


For he's not now debauch'd enough to pleaſe, 

And mult be damn'd for want of wickedneſs, 

He'll therefore uſe his Wit another Way, 
And next the Ug'ineſs of Vice diſplay. 

Tho? againſt Virtue once he drew his Pen, 

He'll ne'er for aught, but her Nefence, agen, 

Had he a Genius, and poetick Rage, 

Great as the Vices of this guilty Age, 


Should he do ſo, he muſt deſpair Succeſs : | 
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Were he all Gall, and arm'd with Store of Spite, 
*Twere worth his Gains to undertake to write ; 
To noble Satire he'd direct his Aim, 

And by't Mankind and Poetry reclaim, 


He'd ſhoot his Quills juſt like a Porcupine, 


At Vice, and make them ſtab in every Line; 


The World ſhould learn to bluſh, —— 
And dread the Vengeance of his pointed Wit, 


Which worſe than their own Conſciences ſhould 
_ fright; 
And all ſhould think him Heav'n's juſt Plague 
deſign'd 
To viſit, for the Sins of lewd Mankind. 
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PASSION OF BYBLIS 


FROM THE NINTH BOOK OF 


OVID'S METAMORPHOSIS. 


Beginning at 
Bylis in exemplo eft, ut ament concęſſa puellæ. 
And SE with 
Modumque 
Exit, et infelix, committit ſæpe repelli. 


Vou leedleſs Maids, whoſe young and tender Hearts, 


Unwounded yet, have ſcap'd the fatal Darts; 

Let the ſad Tale of wretched Byblis move, 

And learn by her to ſhun forbidden Love, 

Not all the Plenty, all the bright Reſort, 

Of gallant Youth, that grac'd the Carian Court, 


Could charm the haughty Nymphs diſdainful Heart, 


Or from her Brother's guilty Love divert; 
Caunus ſhe lov'd, not as a Siſter ought, 
But Honour, Blood, and Shame alike forgot: : 
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Caunus alone, takes up her Thoughts and Eyes, 
For him alone ſhe wiſhes, grieves, and ſighs. 

At firſt her new-born Paſſion owns no Name, 
A glimm'ring Spark ſcarce kindling into Flame; 
She thinks it no offence, if from his Lip 


She ſnatch an harmleſs kiſs, if her fond Clip, 


With looſe Embraces, oft his Neck ſurround, 


And love is yet in Debts of Nature drown'd. 


But Love at length grows naughty by Degrees, 
And now ſhe likes, and ſtrives herſelf to pleaſe: 
Well dreſt ſhe comes, and arms her Eyes with Darts, 


Her Smiles with Charms, and all the ſtudied Arts, 


Which practis'd Love can teach, to vanquiſhHearts. - 
Induſtrious now ſhe labours to be Fair, 
And envies all whoever fairer are. 

Vet knows ſhe not ſhe loves, but ſtill does: grow, 
Inſenſibly, the thing ſhe does not know : 
Strict Honour yet her check'd Defires does bind, 
And modeſt Thoughts, on this fide Wiſh, confin'd : 
Only within ſhe ſooths her pleaſing Flames, 
And now the hated Terms of Blood diſclaims : 
Brother ſounds harſh ; ſhe the unpleaſing Word 


. Strives to forget, and oftner calls him Lord: 


And, when the Name of Szſer grates her Ear, 
Could wiſh't unſaid, and rather By6/:s hear. 
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Nor dare ſhe yet with waking Thoughts admit 
A wanton Hope: But when returning Night 
With Sleep's ſoft gentle Spell her Senſes charms, 
Kind Fancy often brings him to her Arms: 

In them ſhe oft does the lov'd Shadow ſeem 
To graſp, and joys, yet bluſhes too, in Dream. 
She wakes, and long in Wonder filent hes, 

And thinks on her late pleaſing. Ecſtaſies : 

Now likes, and now abhors, her guilty Flame, 

By Turns abandon'd to her Love and Shame : 


At length her ſtruggling "FRO an Utt'rance 


| find, 
And vent the wild Diſarders of her Mind. 


Ah me! (ſhe cries) kind Heaven avert! what 


means 


Ah! why was this too charming viſion ſeen ? 

„ *Tis true, by the moſt envious Wretch, that ſees, 
% He's own'd all Fair and Lovely, own'd a Prize, 
% Worthy the Conqueſt of the brighteſt Eyes: 

« A Prize that would my high'ſt Ambition fill, 

* All I could wiſh; — but he's my Brother ſtill l. 
<« That cruel Word for ever muſt disjoin, 

Nor can I hope, but thus, to have him mine. 


H 


This boding Form, that nightly rides myDreams? 1 
** Grant 'em untrue! why ſhould lewd Hope divine? 


5 - 


-_ ro; — HE —— co ra 7 EOS 4, Du I 


1 — - 4 q 
r 8 oe Ie 
* 


«© Since then I waking never muſt poſſeſs; | 
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Let me in Sleep, at leaſt, enjoy the Bliſs; 
«© And ſure nice Virtue can't forbid me this: 
«« Kind Sleep does no malicious Spies admit, 


Vet yields a lively Semblance of Delight: 


«© Gods! what a Scene of Joy was that! how faſt 

I claſp'd the Viſion to my panting Breaſt ! 

«© With what fierceBounds [ſprung to meet my Bliſs, 
« While my wrapt Soul flew out in every Kiſs! 

« THI breathleſs, faint, and ſoftly ſunk away, 

© 1, all diſſolv'd, in reeking Pleaſures lay! 


How ſweet is the Remembrance yet! tho? Night 


«« Too haſty fled, drove on by envious Light. 
«© Oh that we might the Laws of Nature break 
* How well would Caunus me an Huſband make! 


8 How well to Wife might he his Byhlis take ! 


© Wou'd God! in all things we had Partners been, 
<* Beſides our Parents, and our fatal Kin; 
Would thou wert nobler, I more meanly born, 


„Than guiltleſs Pad deſpair'd, and ſuffer'd Scorn: 


« Happy that Maid unknown, whoe'er ſhall prove 
«©. So bleſt, ſo envied, to deſerve thy Love. 
* Unhappy Me! whom the ſame Womb did join, 


Which now forbids Me ever to be Thine: 


«© Curſt Fate! that we alone in that agree, 
By which we ever muſt divided le. 


OF BYBLIS. 99 


*« And muſt we be? what meant my Viſion then? 
Are they, and all their dear Preſages vain ? 
© Have Dreams no Credit but with eaſy Love? 
« Or do they hit ſometimes, and faithful prove? 
« The Gods forbid! Yet Thoſe whom I invoke, 
Have lov'd like me, have their own Siſters took. 
Both ſtock'd their Heay'n with inceſtuous love: 
Great Saturn, and his greater offspring Jove, 
Gods have their Privilege: Why do] ſtrive 
« To ſtrain my Hopes to their Prerogative ? 
& No, let me baniſh this forbidden Fire, 

Or quench it with my Blood, and with't expire: 
« Unſtain'd in Honour, and unhurt in Fame, 
«© Let the Grave bury both my Love and Shame: 
« But when at my laſt Hour I gaſping lie, 
« Let only my kind Murderer be by: 
« Let him, while I breathe out my Soul in Sighs, 
«© Or gaz't away, look on with pitying Eyes: 
Let him (for ſure he can't deny me this) | 
„ Seal my cold Lips with one dear parting Kiſs. 

* Beſides, *twere vain ſhould I alone agree 
« To what another's Will muſt ratify; 
« Could I be fo abandon'd to conſent ; : 
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* What I'd have paſs for good and Innocent, 
« He may perhaps, as worſt of Crimes, reſent, 
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Yet we, amoneſl their Race, Examples find 
Of Brothers, who have been to Siſters kind: 


Fam'd Carace *, could thus ſucceſsful prove, 
Could Crown her Wiſhes in a Brother's Love. 


But whence could I theſe Inſtances produce ? 

How came I witty to my Ruin thus? 

Whither will this mad Frenzy hurry on ? 

Hence, hence, you naughty Flames, far hence 
te be gone, 

Nor let me e'er the fatal Paſſion own. 

And yet, ſhould he addreſs, I ſhould forgive, 


I fear, I fear, I ſhould his Suit receive: 


Shall therefore I, who could not Love diſown, 

Offer'd by him, not mine, to make him known ? 

And can'ſt thou ſpeak? can * bold tongue 
% declare, 

Yes, Love ſhall force: —and now \ metkioks 13 

But leſt fond Modeſty at length refuſe, 

I will ſome ſure and better Method chuſe : 

A Letter ſhall my ſecret Flames diſcloſe, _ 

And hide my bluſhes, but reveal their Cauſe.” 


This takes, and *tis reſolv'd as ſoon as ſaid; ? 


With this ſhe rais'd herſelf upon her Bed, 


And propping with her Hand her leaning Head: } 


See Ovid's Epiſtles, Canace to Macareus. 
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«© Happen what will (ſays ſhe) I'll make him know 
« What Pains, what raging Pains, I undergo : 
% Ah me! Irave! what Tempeſts ſhake my Breaſt? 
4 And where? O where will this Diſtraction reſt?“ 


Trembling, her Thoughts indite, and oft her Exe 


Looks back, for fear of conſcious Spies too nigh : 

One Hand her Paper, t'other holds her Pen, 

And Tears ſupply that Ink her Lines muſt drain, 
Now ſhe begins, now tops, and ſtopping frames 3 

New Doubts, now writes, and now her Writing | 

damns. 

She writes, defaces, alters, likes, and blames: 

Oft throws in hafte her Pen and Paper by: 

Then takes 'em up again as haftily : 

Unſteddy her Reſolves, fickle, and vain, 

No ſooner made, but ftrait unmade again? 

What her Deſires would have, ſhe does not know, 

Diſpleas'd with all; whate'er ſhe goes to do: 

At once contending Shame, and Hope, and Fear, 

Rack her toſs'd mind, and in her Looks appear. 

Sifter was wrote; but ſoon miſguiding Doubt 

Recals it, and the guilty Word blots out. 

Again ſhe pauſes, and again begins, 

At length her Pen drops out theſe haſty Lines. 

Kind Health, which you, and only you, can grant, 

© Which if deny'd, ſhe muſt for ever want. 
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To You your Lover ſends: Ah! bluſhing Shame, 
In Silence bids her Paper hide her Name: 
„Would God the fatal Meſſage might be done 


“ Without annexing it, nor Byblis known, 
Eier bleſt Succeſs her Hopes and Wiſhes crown. 3 
e And had I now my ſmother'd Grief conceal'd, 
It might by Tokens paſt have been reveal'd : 
«© A thouſand Proofs were ready to impart 
« The inward Anguiſh of my wounded Heart : 
% Oft as your Sight a ſudden Bluſh did raiſe, 
My Blood came up to meet you atmy Face: 
Oft (if you call to mind) my longing Eyes 
«© Betray'd in Looks my Soul's too thin Diſguiſe : 
Think how their Tears, think how my heaving 
«© Breaſt, 
Oft in deep Sighs ſome Cauſe unknown confeſt; 
4 Think how theſe Arms did oft, with GorceKimbrace, 
«© Eager as my Deſires, about you preſs : 
«© Theſe Lips too, when they cou'd ſo happy prove, 
(Had you but mars'd) with cloſe warm Kiſſes 
| & ſtrove, 
«« To whiſper ſomething more has Siſter” 8 Lave. 
And yet, tho” rankling Grief my Mind diſtreſt, 
« Tho? raging Flames within burn up my breaſt, 
Long time I did the mighty Pain endure, 
Long ſtrove to bring the fierce Diſeaſe to cure: 


OF BYBLES mz: 


« Witneſs, ye cruel Pow'rs, who did inſpire - 
This ſtrange, this fatal, this reſiſtleſs Fire; 

« Witneſs, what Pains (for you alone can know) 
«« This helpleſs Wretch to quench't did undergo : 
« A thouſand Racks, and Martyrdoms, and more 
« Than a weak Virgin can be thought, I bore : 

« Ofermatch'd in Pow'r, at laſt Pm forc'd to yield, 
And to the conquering God reſign the Fieid : 
& To You, dear Cauſe of All, I make Addreſs : 
From you, with humble Prayers, I beg Redreſs: 
«*« You rule alone my arbitrary fate, 
„And Life and Death on your Diſpoſal wait: 

„ Ordain as you think fit, deny, or grant, 

«© Yet know, no Stranger is your Suppliant : 
But ſhe, who though to you by Blood allied 
In neareſt Bonds, in nearer wou'd be tied. 
Let doting Age debate of Law and Right, 
And gravely ſtate the Bounds of Juſt and Fit: 
*© Whoſe Wiſdom's but their Envy, to deſtroy 
And bar thoſe Pleaſures which they can't en joy: 


Our blooming Years, more ſprightly and more gay, 


« By Nature were deſign'd for Love and Play: 


« Youth knows no Check, but ops. weak Vutue' * 


| « Fence, 
6 And briſkly hunts the noble Chics of Senſe ; 
. 
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« Without dull Thinking, we Enjoyment trace, 

« And call that Lawful whichſoe'er does pleaſe. 

Nor will our Guilt want Inſtances alone, 

«« *Tis what the glortous Gods above have done: 

Let's follow, where thoſe great Examples went, 

Nor think that Sin where Heaven's a Precedent. 
ef Let neither Awe of Father's Frowns, nor 1 

© Shame, N 

Nor aught that can be told by babbling Fame, 

% Nor any ghaſtlier Phantom, Fear can frame, 

« Frighten or ſtop us in our Way to Bliſs, 

« But boldly let us ruſh on Happineſs : 

% Where glorious Hazards ſhall enhance Delight, 
And that that makes it dang'rous, make it great: 
« Relation too, which does our Fault increaſe, 

% Will ſerve that Fault the better to diſguiſe, 
That lets us now in private often meet, 

«« Bleſt Opportunities for ſton Delight: 

In publick often we embrace and kiſs, 

« And fear no jealous, no ſuſpecting Eyes, 

« How little more remains for me to crave ! 
„How little more for you to give! O ſave | 
« A wretched Maid, undone by Love and you, 
« Who does in Tears and dying Accents ſue ; 
Who bleeds; that Paſſion, ſhe had ne'er reveal'd, 
If not by Love, Almighty Love, compell'd: 


% Nor ever let her mournful Tomb complain, 
Here Byblis lies, kild by your cold Diſdain.“ 
Here forc'd to end, for want of Room, not Will 
To add, her Lines the crowded Margin fill, 
Nor Space allow for more; She, trembling, folds 
The Paper, which her ſhameful Meſſage holds: 
And ſealing, as ſhe wept with boading Fear, 
She wet her ſignet with a falling Tear. 
This done, a truſty meſſenger ſhe call'd, 
And in kind Words the whiſper'd Errand told: 
© Go, carry this with faithful Care, ſhe ſaid, 
« To my Dear” —there ſhe paus'd awhile, : and Eh 
ait, S 8 
And by and 8 heard to add: 
As ſhe deliver'd it with her Commands, 
The Letter fell from out her trembling hands , 
Diſmay'd with the ill Omen, ſhe anew 
Doubted Succeſs, and held, yet bad him go. 
He goes, and after quick Admiſſion got, 
To Caunus Hands the fatal Secret brought: 
Soon as the doubtful Youth a Glance had caſt 
On the firſt Lines, and gueſs'd by them the reſt, 
Strait Horror and Amazement filPd his Breaſt: 
Ümpatient with his Rage, he could not ſtay 
To ſee the End, but threw't, half read, away. 


» 


166 THE PASSION 


Scarce could his Hands the trembling Wretch forbear, 

Nor did his Tongue thoſe angry Threat'nings ſpare; 

„Fly hence, nor longer my chaf'd Fury truſt, 

Thou curſed Pander of deteſted Luſt: 

« Fly quickly hence, and to thy Swiftneſs owe 

« 'Thy Life, a Forfeit to my Vengeance due : 

«© Which, had not Danger of my Honour croſt, 

« Thou'dſt paid by this, and been ſent back a Ghoſt.” 
He the rough Orders ſtrait obeys, and bears 

The killing News to wretched Byblis“ Ears; 

Like ſtriking Thunder the fierce Tidings ſtun, 

And to her Heart, quicker than Lightning, run: 

The frighted Blood forſakes her ghaſtly Face, 

And a ſhort Death does every Member ſeize : 

But ſoon as Senſe returns, her Frenzy too 

Returns, and in theſe Words breaks forth anew. 

And juſtly ſerv'd ; —for why did fooliſh I 

«© Conſent to make this raſh Diſcovery ? 

« Why did I thus in haſty Lines reveal 

That dang'rous Secret, Honour would conceal ? 

I ſhould have firſt with Art diſguiſed the ok, | 
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And ſeen how well the gaudy Bait had took, © 
And found him hung, at leaſt, before I ſtruck : 
From Shore I ſhould have firſtdeſcry'd the Wind, ö 
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Whether *twould prove to my Adventure kind, & 
Ere I to untry'd Seas myſelf reſign'd: 
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«© Now daſh'd on Rocks, unable to retire, 
_« I muſt Vth? Wreck of all my Hopes expire. 
And was not I, by Tokens plain enough, 
« Forewarn'd to quit my inauſpicious Love? 
Did not the Fates my ill Succeſs foretel, 
„When from my Hands th'unhappy Letter fell * 
So ſhould my Hopes have done, and my Deſign, 
«© That, or the Day, ſhould then have alter'd been; 
« But rather the unlucky Day; when Heaven 
* Such om*nous Proofs of its diſlike had given: 
% And ſo it had, had not mad Paſſion ſway'd, 
„ And Reaſon been by blinder Love miſled. 
| «6. Beſides, alas! I ſhould myſelf have gone, 
Nor made my Pen a Proxy to my Tongue; 
„Much more I could have ſpoke, much more have 
« told, 

Than a ſhort Letter's narrow Room would hold: 


He might have ſeen my Looks, my wiſhing Eyes: 


«© My melting Tears, and heard my begging Sighs; 
About his Neck I could have flung my Arms; 
4 And been all over Love, all over Charms; 

“ Graſp'd, and hung on his RG, and there have 

« died, 

There breathe my gaſping Soul out, if denied: 
“This, and ten thouſand things I might have done 
* To make my Paſſion with Advantage known; 
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«© Which if they each, could not have bent his 
Mind, | 

% Yet ſurely All, had forc'd him to be kind. 
Perhaps he, whom I ſent, was too in fault, 

«© Nor rightly tim'd his Meſſage as he ought ; | 
< I fear he went in ſome ill-choſen Hour, 
e When cloudy Weather made his Temper lour : 
« Not thoſe calm Seaſons of the Mind, which 

% prove 
e The fitteſt to receive the Seeds of Love: 
«© 'Theſe things have ruin'd me; for, doubtleſs, he 

&«& Is made of human Fleſh and Blood, like me; 
«« He ſuck'd no Tygreſs ſure, nor Mountain-Bear, 
Nor does his Breaſt relentleſs Marble wear. 
He muſt, he ſhall conſent, again I'll try, 

% And try again, if he again deny: 

«© No Scorn, no harſh Repulſe, or rough Defeat, 
«© Shall ever my Deſire, or Hopes rebate. 
My earneſt Suits ſhall never give him Reſt, 

* While Life, and Love, more durable, ſhall laſt: 
* Alive PII preſs, till Breath in Prayers be loſt, 
* And after come a kind beſeeching Ghoſt. 
«© For, if I might, what I have done, recal, 

„ The firſt Point were, not to have don't at all; 
But ſince 'tis done, the ſecond to be gain'd, 
Is now to have, what I have ſought, attain'd : 
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« For he, though I ſhould now my Wiſhes quit, 

« Can never my unchaſte Attempts forget: 

« Should 1 deſiſt, *twill be believ'd that I, 

« By ſlightly aſking, taught him to deny; 

« Or, that I tempted him with wily Fraud, 

« And Snares far his unwary Honqur laid: 

4 Or, what I ſent (and the Belief were juſt) 

« Were not th'Efforts of Love, but ſhameful Luſt. 
&« In fine, I now dare any thing that's ill; 

„ Pye writ, I have ſolicited, my Will 

„ Has been debauch'd; and ſhould I thus give out, 

„ cannot chaſte and innocent be thought; 

4 Much there is wanting ſtill to be fulfill'd, 

« Much to my Wiſh, but little to my Guilt.” 

She ſpoke; but ſuch is her unſettled Mind, 
It ſhifts from Thought to Thought, like veering | 
Wind, 

Now to this Point, and now to that inclin'd : 

What ſhe could wiſh had unattempted been, 

She ſtrait 1s eager to attempt again : 


What ſhe repents, ſhe acts; and now lets looſe 


The Reins to Love, nor any Bounds allows. 
Repulſe upon Repulſe, unmov'd, ſhe bears, 
And ftill ſues on, while ſhe her Suit—deſpairs, 
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SATIRE UPON A WOMAN, 
WHO BY HE R 
| FALSHOOD AND SCORN, 
WAS THE 
DEATH OF MY FRIEN D. 


No, the hall ne'er eſcape, if Gods there be, 

Unleſs they perjur'd grow, and falſe as ſhe; 

Tho? no ſtrange Judgment yet the Murd'reſs ſeize, 
To puniſh her, and quit the partial Skies: 

Tho' no revenging Lightning yet has flaſht 

From thence, that might her crim'nal Beauties blaſt: 

Tho' they in their old Luſtre ſtill prevail, 

By ne Diſeaſe, nor Guilt itſelf made pale. 

Guilt, which ſhould blackeſt Moors themſelves but 

own, bb: | 
Would make, thro? all their Night, new bluſhes 
dawn: 
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Tho' that kind Soul, who now augments the Bleſt, 
Thither too ſoon by her Unkindneſs chac'd. 
Where may it be her ſmall'ſt and lighteſt Doom, 
(For that's not half my Curſe) never to come; 
Tho? he, when prompted by the high'ſt Deſpair, 
Ne'er mention'd her, without an Hymn, or Pray'r, 
And could, by all her Scorn, be forc'd no more 
Than Martyrs, to revile what they adore, 
Who, had he curſt her ſinking to the Grave, 

He had done juſt, and Heaven had forgave : 

Tho? 1ll-made Law no Sentence has ordain'd 
For.her, no Statute has her Guilt arraign'd, 

(For Hangmen, Women's-Scorn, and Doctor's Skill, 
All, by a licenc'd Way of Murder, kill.) 

Tho? ſhe-from Juſtice of all theſe go free, 

And boaſt, perhaps, in her Succeſs and glee, { 
"Twas but a little harmlels Perjury : 

Yet think ſhe not, ſhe ftill ſecure ſhall prove, 

Or that none dare avenge an injur'd Love: 

I riſe in Judgment, am to be, to her, 0 

Both Witneſs, Judge, and Executioner : 

Arm'd with dire Satyr, and reſentful Spite, 

I come to haunt her with the Ghoſts of Wit. 

My Ink, .unbid, ſtarts out, and flies on her, 

Like Blood upon ſome touching Murderer; 
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And ſhou'd that fail, rather than want, IT wou'd, 
Like Hags, to curſe her, write in my own Blood, 

Ye ſpiteful Pow'rs, if any there can be, 
That boaſt a worſe, and keener ſpite than me) 
Aſſiſt with Malice, and your mighty Aid, 

With ſworn Revenge, help me to rhime her dead : 
Grant I may fix ſuch Brands of Infamy, 

So plain, ſo deeply grav'd on her, that ſhe, 

Her Skill, nor Patch, nor Paint can jointly hide, 
And which ſhall laſting as her Soul abide: 

Grant my ftrong Hate may ſuch ſtrong Poiſon caſt, 
That every Breath may taint, and rot, and blaſt, 
Till one large Gangrene quite o'erſpread her Fame 
With foul Contagion ; till her odious Name, . 
Spit at, and curſt by every Mouth, like mine, 
Be terror to herfelf, and all her Line. 

Vil'ſt of that viler Sex, which damn'd us all; 
Ordain'd to curſe, and plague us, for our Fall; 
Woman! nay, worſe ! for ſhe can nought be ſaid 
But Mummy by ſome Devil inhabited : 

Not made in Heaven's Mint, but baſely coin'd, 
She wears a human Image ſtampt on Fiend ; 
And whoſo Marriage would with her contract, 
Is Witch by Law, and that a mere Compact. 
Her Soul (if any Soul in her there be) 

By Hell was breath'd into her in a Lie, 


UPON A WOMAN. tr 
And its whole Stock of Fal ſhood there was Jets 
As if hereafter to be true it meant: 
Bawd Nature taught her jilting, when ſhe made, 
And by her Make, deſign'd her for the Trade: 
Hence *twas ſhe daub'd her with a painted Face, 

That ſhe at once might better cheat and pleaſe : 
All thoſe gay charming Looks, that court the 
| Eye, 
Are but an Ambuſh to hide Wei ; 
Miſchief, adorn'd with Pomp and ſmooth Diſguiſe, 
A painted Skin, ſtuff'd full of Guile and Lis, 
Within a gaudy Caſe, a naſty Soul, 
Like a Peer's Excrement in gilt Cloſeſtool : 
Such on a Cloud thoſe flatt'ring Colours are, 

Which only ſerve to dreſs a Tempeſt fair. 
So Men upon this Earth's fair Surface dwell, 
Within are Fiends, and at the Center Hell : | 
Court-promiſes, the Leagues which Stateſmen make 
With more Convenience, and more Eaſe to break, 
The Faith a Jeſuit in Allegiance fwears, "OY 
Or a Town }Jilt to keeping Coxcombs bears, 
Are firm, and certain all, compar'd with hers : . 
Early in Falſhood, at her Font, ſhe ly'd, 
And ſhould ev'n then for Perjury been try'd : 


Her Conſcience ftretch'd, and open as the Stews, 


Bur 1 at Oaths, and plays with ſolemn Vows. 
Yor. I. 8 
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And at her Mouth ſwallows down perjur'd Breath, 

More glib than Bits of Leachery beneath : 

Leſs ſerious known, when ſhe doth moſt proteſt, 

Than Thoughts of arranteſt Buffoons in Jeſt : 

More cheap than the vile mercenary Squire, 

That plies for half crown Fees at We/fmin/ter, 

And trades in ſtaple Oaths, and ſwears to Hire; ) 

Leſs Guilt than hers, leſs Breach of Oath, and Word, 

Has ſtood aloft, and look'd thro' Penance-board ; 

And he that truſts her in a deatk-bed Prayer, 

Hath Faith to merit, and fave any thing but her. 

But ſince her Guilt Deſcription does outgo, 

ÞV11 try if it outſtrip my Curſes too 

Curſes, which may they equal my juſt Hate, 

My Wiſh, and her Deſert, be each ſo great, 

Each heard like Pray'rs,and Heav'n make em Fate. 
Firſt, for her Beauties, which the Miſchiety 

brought, 

May ſhe affected, they be borrow'd thought, 

By her own Hand, not that of Nature wrought: 

Her Credit, Honour, Portion, Health, and thoſe | 

Prove light, and frail, as her broke Faith and Vows, 

Some baſe unnam'd Diſeaſe, her Carcaſs foul, 

And make her Body ugly as her Soul. 

Cankers and Ulcers eat her, till the be 

Shun'd like Infection, loath'd like Infamy. 
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Strength quite expir'd, may ſhe alone retain 
'TheSnuff of Life, may that unquench'd remain, | 


As 1n the damn'd, to keep her freſh for Pain : 
Hot Luft light on her, and the Plague or Pride 
On that, this ever ſcorn'd, as that deny'd : 


Ach, Anguiſh, Honour, Grief, Diſhonour, Shame, 


Purſue at once her Body, Soul, and Fame : 
If &er the Devil Love muſt enter her, 

(For nothing ſure but Fiends can enter there) 
May ſhe a juſt and true Tormenter find, 


1 And that, like an ill Conſcience, rack her Mind : 


Be ſome diſeas'd and ugly Wretch her Fate, 
She doom'd to love of one, whom all elſe hate. 
May he hate her, and may her Deſtiny 

Be to deſpair, and yet love on, and die; 

Or, to invent ſome wittier Puniſhment, 

May he, to plague her, out of ſpite, conſent ; 
May the old Fumbler, tho? diſabled quite, 
Have Strength to give her Claps, but no Delight : 
May he of her, unjuſtly, jealous be, | 
For one that's worſe, and uglier far than he: 

| Impotence balk him, and torment her Luft, 
Yet ſcarcely her to Dreams or Wiſhes truſt: 
Forc'd to be chaſte, may ſhe ſuſpected be, 
Share none o'th' Pleaſure, all the Infamy. 

In fine, that I all Curſes may compleat, 
{For I've but curs'd in jeſt, but rallied yet) 
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Whate'er the Sex deſerves, or feels, or fears, 


May all thoſe Plagues be hers, and only hers ; 
Whate'er great Parourites turn'd out of Doors, 
Scorn'd Lovers, bilk'd and diſappointed Whores, 
Or loſing Gameſters vent, what Curſes e'er 
Are ſpoke by Sinners raving in Deſpair, 


All thoſe fall on her, as they're all her Due, 
Till Spite can't think, nor Heaven inflict anew ; 


May then (for once I will be kind, and pray) 
No Madneſs take her uſe of Senſe away 
But may ſhe in full Strength of Reaſon be, 

To feel and underſtand her Miſery ; 

Plagu'd fo, till ſhe think damning a Releaſe, 
And humbly pray to go to Hell for Eaſe: 

Yet may not all theſe Suff'rings here atone 
Her Sin, and may ſhe ſtill go ſinning on, 
Tick up in Perjury, and run o'th' Score, 


Till on her Soul ſhe can get Fruſt no more; 


Then may ſhe ſtupid and repentleſs lie, 
And Heaven itſelf forgive, no more than I, 
But fo be damm d of mere Neceſſity. 


